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PROLOGUE. 


NATURE's deserted and dramatic art, | —_ 
To dazzle noaw the eye, has left the heart ; 10 
Gay lights and dresses, long- extended gceues, 10 
D wan and angels moving in machines ; * 
All that can now, or please, or fright the fair, | } 
[ay be perform” a vi! Hou a writer's care, | 7 
And is the skill of carpenter not player. 110 
Old Shakspere's days could not thus far advance bh 
But what*s his buskin to our ladder dance? 
In the mid region a gil youth to Stand, Wl 
With that unwieldy engine at command ! 
Gerg'd with intemperate meals cobile here you git, 
Well may you take activity for wit : A 
Fie, let conan on such dlulluesg sei 


Blush you re 50 pleasd, as we that 5 ave beast. | 134 
But awe, still hind to your inverted sense, 
Do most unnatural things once more dispense, 1. 


* 


Fer since you're still prepost*rous in delight, 
Our auther made, a full House do invite, 
A funeral comedy to-night. 
Nor does he fear that you will tale the Hunt, 
And let the funeral his ewn be meant 5 
No, in old England, nothing can be von 
Without a fraction, good or ill be done: 
IJ ewn this our frank auther does not fear 6 
But hopes for a prevailing party here : | „ 
He knows Hias num*rous friends, nay, knows they I sbexw it, | 


And for the fellow-soldier save the poet. 
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Dramatis Personae. 


CABINET, - 5 8 


KATE MATCHLOCK;. ,, 


COVENT-GARDEN. 


Men, 
Lord BrxumyToN, . Mr. Powel. 
Lord HARD, son to Lord Prune TON, Mr. Pope, 
Mr. CamPLEY, — M. Lewis. 


Mr. Tx usr, Steward to Lord Brumpton, Mr. Hull. 
Mr. Claremont. 
Mr. Sa BLE, an Undertaker, - Mr. Quick. 
PuzzLE, a Lawyer Mr. Munden. 
TRIM, Servant to Lord HARD TFT, Mr. Fawcet. 
Tou, the Lawyer's Clerk, - Mr. Blanchard, 


Nomen. 
Lady BRUMrTox, 74 - Mrs. Mattocks. 
Lady CHARLOT TE, an Orphan, war 23s 
to Lord BrRumyToN - | - Miss Hopkins. 


Lady HarRiorm, her Sister, = Mrs. Esten. 
Mademoiselle D'EpiNGLE, Miss Leserve. 
TATTLEAIN. 4: > „„ , ies Stuart; 
Mrs. FARDINGALE, - „Mrs. Leicester. 


Visitant Ladies, Sable's Servants, Recruits, &c. 


Scene Covent Garden. 
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THE FUNERAL. 


ACT I. SCENE. 


Enter CABINET, SABLE, and CAMPLEY. 
Cabinet. 


] BursT into laughter. I can 't bear to see writ over an 
undertaker's door, dresses for the dead, and necessaries for 
funerals! ha! ha! ha! 


Sab. Well, sir, 't is very well, I know you are of the 
laughers, the wits that take the liberty to deride all things 


that are magnificent and solemn. 

Cab. But is it not strangely contradictory, that men can 
come to so open, so apparent an hypocrisy, as, in the face 
of all the world, to hire professed mourners to grieve, la— 
ment, and follow in their stead, the nearest relations, and 
suborn others to do by art what they themselves Should be 
prompted to by nature. 

Sab. Alas, sir, the value of all things under the sun is 
merely fantastic; we run, we strive, and purchase things 
with our blood and money, quite foreign to our intrinsic real 
happiness, and which have a being in imagination only, as 
you may see by the pother that is made about precedence, 
titles, court-favours, maiden-heads, and china-ware. 


Camp. Ay, Mr. Sable, but all those are objects that pro- 
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mote our joy, are bright to the eye, or stamp upon our 
minds pleasure and self-satisfaction. 

Sab. You are extremely mistaken, and there is often 
nothing more inwardly distressed, than a young bride in her 
glittering retinue, or deeply joyful, than a young widow 
in her weeds and black train; of both which the lady of this 
house may be an instance, for she has been the one, and is 
I'll be sworn the other. 17 9 
Cab. You talk, Mr. Sable, most learnedly. 

Sab. I have the deepest learning, sir, experience: re— 
member your widow cousin, that married last month. 

Cab. Ay, but how could you imagine she was in all that 
grief an hypocrite | Could all those shrieks, those swoon— 
ings, that rising falling bosom be constrained? You're 
uncharitable, Sable, to believe it What colour, what 
reason had you for it? 

Sab. But as for her, nothing, she resolved, that look'd 
bright or joyous should after her love's death approach her, 
All her servants that were not coal black must turn out; a 
fair complexion made her eyes and heart ache; she'd none 
but downright jet, and to exceed all example, she hir'd 
my mourning furniture by the year, and in case of mv 
mortality, ty'd my son to the same article; so in six weeks 
time ran away with a young fellow. —Pry'thee, push on 
briskly, Mr. Cabinet, now is your time to have this widow, 
for Tattleaid tells me she always said she *d never marry— 

Cab. As you say, that's generally the most Nope 
sign. 

Hab. I tell you, Us tis an infallible one; you know 
those professions are only to introduce discourse of matri- 
mony and young fellows. 

Cab. But I swear I could not have confidence, ev'n after 
all our Jong acquaintance, and the mutual love which his 
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lordship (who indeed has now been so kind as to leave us) 
has so long interrupted, to mention a thing of such a nature 
$0 unseasonably 


Sab. Unseasonably ! why I tell you 't is the only season 


(granting her sorrow unfeign'd :) when would you speak of 
passion but in the midst of passions? there's a what d' ye 
call a crisis the lucky minute, that's so talk'd of, is a 
moment between joy and grief, which you must take hold 
of, and push your fortune. But get you in, and you 11 
best read your fate in the reception Mrs. Tattleaid gives 
you : all she says, and all she does, nay, her very love and 
hatred are mere repetitions of her ladyship's passions: I “II 


say that for her, she's a true lady's woman, and is herself 
as much a second hand thing as her clothes. But I must 


beg your pardon, sir, my people are come, I see. [ Exit. 
Cab. and Camp. Enter Sable's men.] — Where, in the name 
of goodness, have you all been! Have you brought the sau- 
dust and tar for embalming ? Have you the hangings and 
the sixpenny nails, and my lord's coat of arms? : 


Enter Servant.. 


Serv. Yes, sir, and had come sooner, but I went to the 
herald's for a coat for Alderman Gathergrease that died last 
night——he has promised to invent one against to-morrow. 

Sab. Ah! pox take some of our cits, the first thing after 
their death is to take care of their birth——pox, let him 
bear a pair of stockings, he 1s the first of the family that 
ever wore one; well, come you that are to be mourners in 


this house, put on your sad looks, and walk by me that 1 
may sort you. Ha, you! a little more upon the dismal— 
[ forming their countenances I this fellow has a good mortal 


look place him near the corps: that wainscot face must be 


o' top of the stairs: that fellows almost in a fright (that 
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looks as if he were full of some strange misery) at the en- 
trance of the hall so- but III fix you all myself—Let 's 
have no laughing now on any provocation—[ makes faces. ]|— 
Look yonder, that hale well-looking puppy! You ungrateful 
scoundrel, did not I pity you, take you out of a great man's 
Service, and shew ycu the pleasure of receiving wages ?— 
Did not I give you ten, then fifteen, now twenty shillings 
a week, to be sorrowful; and the more I give you, I 
think, the gladder you are. 


| | | Enter a Boy. 
Bey. Sir, the grave-digger of St. T imothy's in the Fields 
would speak with you. 
Sab. Let him come in. 


Enter Grave- digger. 


Crav. I carried home to your house the shroud the gen- 
tleman was buried in last night; I could not get his ring 
off very easily, therefore I brought you the finger and all; 

and, sir, the sexton gives his service to you, and desires to 
know whether you'd have any bodies removed or not: if 
not, he 'I let them lie in their graves a week longer. 

Sab. Give him my service. | 


Enter Goody TRASE. 


I wonder, Goody Trash, you could not be more punctual; 
when I told you I wanted you, and your two daughters, to 
be three virgins to-night to stand in white about my Lady 
Catharine Grissel's body, and you know you were privately 
to bring her home from the man-midwife's, where she died 
in child-birth, to be buried like a maid; but there is 
nothing minded: well, J have put off that till to-morrow; 
go, and get your bags of brick-dust and your Whiting. 


. "Sq. -- 
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Go, and sell to the cook-maids; know who is surfeited 
about town ; bring me no bad news, none of your recoveries 


again. [ Exit Goody Trash.] And you, Mr. Blockhead, I 


warrant you have not calPd at Mr. Pestle's the apothecary : 
will that fellow never pay me? I stand bound for all the 
poison in that starving murderer's shop! He serves me just 
as Dr. Quibus did, who promised to write a treatise against 
water-gruel, a damn'd healthy slop, that has done me more 
injury than all the Faculty: look you now, you are all upon 
the sneer, let me have none but downright stupid counte- 
nances.— I've a good mind to turn you all off, and take 


people out of the play-house; but hang them, they are as 
ignorant of their parts as you are of yours; they never act 


but when they speak; when the chief indication of the 
mind is in the gesture, or indeed in case of sorrow, in no 
gesture, except you were to act a widow, or so- But yours, 


you dolts, is all in dumb show, dumb show. I mean ex- 


pressive elegant show: as who can see such an horrid ugly 
phiz as that fellow's, and not be shocked, offended, and 
killed of all joy while he beholds it? But we must not loiter 
e stupid rogues, whom I have picked out of the rubbish 


of mankind, and fed for your eminent worthlessness, at- 
tend, and know that I speak you this moment stiff and 


immutable to all sense of noise, mirth, or laughter ;— 
[Makes mouths at them as they pass by him, to bring them to a 
constant countenance. ] So, they are pretty well—pretty 
ell £ [ Exif, 


Enter TRUsTY and Lord BRUMPTON, 
Trusty. 'T was fondness, sir, and tender duty to you, 
who have been so worthy and so just a master to me, made 
me stay near you; they left me so, and there I found you 


wake from your lethargic slumber; on which I will assume 
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an authority to beseech you, sir, to make just use of your 
revived life, in seeing who are your true friends, and 
knowing her who has so wrought upon your noble nature, 
as to make it act against itself in disinheriting your brave 

son. | 

L. Brump. Sure 't is impossible the should be such a crea- 
ture as you tell me My mind reflects upon ten thousand 
endearments that pleaded unanswerably for her her chaste 
reluctant love, her easy observance of all my wayward hu- 
mours, to which she would accommodate herself with so 
much ease, I could scarce observe it was a virtue in her; 
she hid her very patience. 

Trusty. It was all art, sir, or indifference to you; for 
what I say is downright matter of fact. 

L. Brump. Why didst thou ever tell me it! or why n not in 
my life-time, for I must call it so, nor can I date a minute 
mine, after her being false; all past that moment is death 
and darkness: Why didst thou not tell me then, I say? 

 Tasty. Because you were too much in love with her to be 
inform'd. I must, I will conjure you to be conceal'd, and 
but contain yourself in hearing one discourse with that 
cursed instrument of all her secrets, that Tattleaid, and 
you will see what I tell you; you will call me then your 
guardian and good genius. 

L. Brump. Well, you Shall govern me, but would I had 
died in earnest, ere I had known it; my head swims, as it 
did when I fell into my fit, at the thou ights of 1t,—AlII human 

life 's a mere vertigo! 
 Trusty. Ay, ay, my Lord, fine reſlections, fine re- 
flections, but that does no business. Thus, sir, we 1! 
stand concealed, and hear, I doubt not, a much sin- 
cerer dialogue than usual between vicious persons ;— 
for a late accident has given a little jealousy, which 
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makes them over-a&t their love and confidence in each 
other. [ {hey retire, 


Enter Widow and TATTLEAID meeting, and running to each 
other. 
Wid. Oh, Tattleaid! his and our hour is come! 
Tat. I always said, by his church-yard cough, you'd 
bury him, but still you were impatient — 


Mid. Nay, thou hast ever been my comfort, my confi- 


dent, my friend, and my servant ; and now 1 'I reward thy 


pains; for though 1 scorn the whole sex of fellows, 1211 give 
them hopes for thy sake; every smile, every frown, every 
gesture, humour, caprice, and whimsy of mine, shall be 
gold to thee, girl; thou shalt feel all the sweets and wealth 
of being a fine rich widow's woman. Oh! how my head runs 
my first year out, and jumps to all the joys of widowhood ! 

If thirteen months hence a friend should haul one to a play 
one has a mind to see, what pleasure *twill be, when my 
Lady Brumpton's footman is called, (who kept a place for 
that very purpose) to make a sudden insurrection of fine 
wigs in the pit and side boxes. Then, with a pretty sorrow 
in one's face, and a willing blush for being stared at, one 
ventures to look round, and bow to one of one's own 
quality. Thus, [very directly] to a snug pretending fellow 
of no fortune. Thus, [as scarce seeing him] to one that 
writes lampoons. Thus, [| fearfully] to one one really 
loves. Thus, [ hooking down] to one woman acquaintance, 
From box to box, thus, [with looks differently familiar. |— 
Then, then the serenades! the lovers! 

Lat. Oh, madam, you make my heart bound within me. 
I'll warrant you, madam, I'll manage them all; and in- 
deed, madam, the men are really very silly creatures, 'tis 
no such hard matter——They rulers !—they governors! 1 
warrant you, indeed. | 
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Wid. Ay, Tattleaid, they imagine themselves mighty 
things—l laugh to see men go on our errands, strut in great 
offices, live in cares, hazards and scandals, to come home 
and be fools to us in brags of their dispatches and negotia- 
tions, and their wisdoms—as my good dear deceas'd used to 
entertain me; which, I to relieve myself from—would lisp 
some silly request, pat him on the face He shakes his 
head at my pretty folly, calls me simpleton; gives me a 
jewel, then goes to bed so wise, so satisfied, and so deceiy'd— 

Zat. But I protest, madam, I've always wonder'd how 
you could accomplish my young lord's being disinherited. 

Wid. Why, Tatty, you must know my late lord—how 
prettily that sounds, my late lord! but I say, my late Lord 


Fribble was generosityI press'd him there, and whenever 


you, by my order, had told him stories to my son-in-law's 
disadvantage, in his rage and resentment, I (whose interest 
lay otherwise) always fell on my knees to implore his par- 
don, and with tears, sighs and importunities for him pre— 
vailed e him: besides this, you know I had, when 1 
pleased, fits. Fits are a mighty help in the government of 
a good-natured man. 

Tat. O rare madam ! your ladysbip? S A great head- piece: 
but now, dear madam, is the hard task, if J may take the 
liberty to say it——to enjoy all freedoms and seem to ab- 
stain: but now, madam, a fine young gentleman with a 
red coat, that dances— 

Mid. You may be sure the happy m man (if it be in fate 
that there 15 a happy man to make me an unhappy woman) 
shall not be an old one again; but the day is now my own— 


Vet now I think on 't, Tattleaid, be sure to keep an obst1- 


nate shyness to all our old acquaintance ! 
| Lat. Ay, madam—I believe, madam—T speak, madam, 


but my humble sense Mr. Cabinet would marry. you. 


Mid. Marry me! No, Tattleaid, he that is so mean as to 
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marry a woman after an affair with her, will be so base as 
to upbraid that very weakness. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. A gentleman to Mrs. Tattleaid= {| Exit Tat. 

Mid. Go to him—Bless me how careless and open have 
been to this subtle creature in the case of Cabinet, she's 
certainly in his interests. How miserable it is to have one 
one hates always about one, and when one can 't endure one's 
own reflection upon some actions, who can bear the thoughts 
of another upon them? but she has me by deep secrets— 


Enter 'TATTLEAID. 

{at, Madam, counsellor Puzzle is come to wait on your 
ladyship about the will and the conveyance of the estate— 
there must, it seems, be no time lost for fear of things ;—tye, 
fye, madam, you a widow these three hours, and not look'd 
on a parchment yet—Oh, impious ! to negle& the will of 
the dead ! | 85 | 

mid. As you say indeed, there is no will of a husband's 


so willingly obeyed as his last. But I must go in, and re- 


ceive him in my formalities ; leaning on a couch 15 as neces- 
sary a posture, as his going behind his desk when he Speaks 


to a client But do you bring him in hither till I am ready 


[ Ext. 


Tat. Mr. Counsellor, Mr. Counsellor— [ Calling. 


Enter PUZZLE and Clerk. 


Puz. Servant, good madam Tattleaid, my ancient friend 


is gone, but business must be minded—— 

7at. I told my lady twice or thrice, as she lies in dumb 
grief on the couch within, that you were here, but she re- 
garded me not; however, since you say it is of such mo- 
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ment, I'll venture to introduce you; please but to repose 
here a little, while I step in; for methinks I would a little 
prepare her. 

Puz. Alas! alas! poor lady! [Exit Tattleaid.] Damn'd 
hypocrites; well, this nobleman's death is a little sudden: 
therefore pray let me recollect: open the bag, good Tom. 
Now, Tom, thou art my nephew, my dear sister Kate's only 
son, and my heir, therefore I will conceal from thee on no 
occasion any thing; for I would enter thee into business as 
SOON as possible. Know then, child, that the lord of this 
house was one of your men of honour, and sense, who lose 
the latter in the former, and are apt to take all men to be 
like themselves; now this gentleman entirely trusted me, 
and I made the only use a man of business can of a trust, 1 
cheated him; for I imperceptibly, before his face, made 
his whole estate liable to an hundred per annum for myself, 
for good services, &c. As for legacies, they are good or 
not, as I please; for let me tell you, a man must take pen, 
ink, and paper, sit down by an old fellow, and pretend to 
take directions, but a true lawyer never makes any man's 
will but his own; and as the priest of old among us got 
near the dying man, and gave all to the Church, so now the 
lawyer gives all the law. 

Clerk. Ay, sir, but priests then 3 the nation by 
doing their offices in an unknown language. | | 

Puz. 'True—but ours is a way mach surer; for we cheat 
in no language at all, but loll in our own coaches, eloquent 
in gibberish, and learned in jingle. Pull out the parchment; 
there 's the deed ; I made it as long as I could——Well, I : 
hope to see the day, when the indenture shall be the exact 
measure of the land that passes by it; for 't is a discourage- 
ment to the gown, that every ignorant rogue of an heir 
should in a word or two understand his father's meaning. 
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and hold ten acres of land by half an acre of parchment 
Nay, I hope to see the time when that there is indeed some 
progress made in, shall be wnolly effected; and by the im- 
provement of the noble art of tautology, every inn in Hol- 
born an inn of court. Let others think of logic, rhetoric, 
and I know not what 1mpertinence, but mind thou tautology 
—W hat 's the first excellence in a lawyer? Tautology. 
What's the second? Tautology. What's the third? Tau- 
tology: as an old pleader said of action. But to turn to 
the deed: [ Pulls out an immeasurable parchment.] for the 
will is of no force if I please, for he was not capable of 
making one after the former, as I managed it—upon which 
account I now wait on my lady; by the way, Tom, do you 
know the true meaning of the word a deed ? 
Clerk. Ay, sir, as if a man should say the deed. 

Puz. Right; 'tis emphatically so called, because after it 
all deeds and actions are of no effect, and you have nothing 
to do but hang yourself the only obliging thing you can 


then do. But I was telling you the use of tautology Read 


toward the middle of that instrument. | 
Clerk. [ Reads.) I the said Earl of Brumpton, do give, 
bestow, grant and bequeath, over and above the said pre- 
mises, all the site and capital messuage called by the name 
of Oatham, and all outhouses, barns, stables, and other edi- 
fices and buildings, yards, orchards, gardens, fields, arbors, 
trees, lands, earths, meadows, greens, pastures, feedings, 
woods, underwoods, ways, waters, water-courses, hshing- 
ponds, pools, commons, common of pasture, paths, heath- 
thickets, profits, commodities, and emoluments, with their 


and every of their appurtenances whatsoever, to the said 
capital messuage and site belonging, or in any wise ap 


pertaining, or with the same heretofore used, occupied, or 
enjoyed, accepted, executed, known, or taken as part, par- 
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cel, or member of the same; containing in the whole, by 
estimation, four hundred acres of the large measure, or 
thereabouts, be the same more or less; all and singular 
which the said site, capital messuage, and other the premi— 
ses, with their and every of their appurtenances, are situate, 
lying and being 


[Puzzle nods and enters as the SPnOnimous Words are re- 
peating, whom Lord Brumpton scornfully mimics, 

 Puz. Hold, hold, good Tom: you do come on indeed 
in business, but do n't use your nose enough in reading— 
[ Reads in a ridiculous law tone till out of breath. I Why, 
vou ' re quite out; you read to be understood—let me see it 
—|] the said earl — Now again, suppose this were to be in 
Latin Runs into Latin terminations. | making Latin 1s only 
making it no English Ego præ dict 


-totas meas barnos—outhousas & 5tabulas—yardas 


Comes de Brumpton 
But 
there needs no further perusal. I now recolle& the whole 
my lord, by this instrument, disinherits his son utterly; 
gives all to my lady; and moreover, grants the guardianship 
of two fortune wards to her; 2d et, to be sold by her, which 
is the subject of my business to her ladyship, who, methinks, 
a little overdoes the affair of es in letting me wait thus 
long on such welcome articles But here 


Enter TATTLEAID : wiping her eyes. 

Tat, I have, in vain, done all I can to make her regard 
me. Pray, Mr. Puzzle, you 're a man of sense, come in 
yourself, and speak reason, to bring her to some considera- 

tion of herself, if possible. 
Puz. Tom, I'll come down to the hall to you ; dear ma- 
dam, lead on. [Exit Clerk one way, Puz. Tat. another. 
[Lord Brumpton and Trusty advance from their concealment 
after a long pause, and starins at each other.] | 


AA J. THE FUNERAL, 17 


L. Brump. Trusty, on thy sincerity, on thy fidelity to me, 
thy friend, thy patron, and thy master, answer me directly 
to one question Am I really alive? Am I that identical, 


that numerical, that very same Lord Brumpton, that——— 


| Trusty. That very lord—that very Lord Brampton, the 
very generous, honest, and good Lord Brumpton, who 


spent his strong and riper years with honour and reputation; 


that very Lord Brumpton, who buried a fine lady, who 
brought him a fine son, who is a fine gentleman ; but in his 


age, that very man, unseasonably captivated with youth and 


beauty, married a very fine young lady, who has dishonoured 


his bed, disinherited his brave son, and dances over his 


grave. 
L. Brump. Oh, that damn'd tautologist too ! 


that 


Puzzle, and his irrevocable deed : | Pausing.] Well, I know 
I do not really live, but wander o'er the place where once 1 
had a treasure I'll haunt her, 'Trusty, gaze in that false 


beauteous face, till she trembles, till She looks pale, nay, 
till she blushes E | 
Trusty. Ay, ay, my lord, you speak a ghost very much; 


there's flesh and blood in that express10n—that false beau- f 


teous face | 
L. Brump. Then, since you see my weakness, be a friend, 

and arm me with all your care, and all your reason 

 ZTrusty, If you'll condescend to let me direct you, you 


Shall cut off this rotten limb, this false, disloyal wife, and 


save your noble parts, your son, your family, your honour. 


Short is the date in which ill acts prevail, 
But honesty*s @ rock can never fail. [ Exeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE 1 


r 


— —— 


Enter Lord HARD. 


bins Hap.” 
Now, indeed, J am utterly undone— but to expect an 
evil softens the weight of it when it happens; and pain no 
more than pleasure, is in reality so great as in expectation. 
But what will become of me? How $hall I keep myself even 
above worldly want? Shall I live at home, a stiff, melan- | 
choly, poor man of quality; grow uneasy to my acquaint- 
ance as well as myself, by fancying I am slighted where I 
am not: with all the thousand particularities which attend 
those whom low fortune and high spirit make malcontents ? 
No! we have a brave prince on the throne, whose commis- 
sion I bear, and a glorious war in an honest cause approach- 
ing, ¶ Clapping his hand on his sword.] in which this shall 

cut out bread for me, and may, perhaps, equal that state to 
which my birth entitled me——But what to do in present 
pressures Ha, Trim! _ Calling. 


Enter TRIM. 

Trim. My lord. | 
I. Hardy. How do the poor rogues that are to recruit 
my company ? | 

Trim. Do, sir! They have eat you to your last guinea. 

L. Hardy. Were you at the agent” 8 20 

Tin. Les. 

L. Hardy. Well, and low? 3 

Trim. Why, sir, for your arrears, you may have eleven 
shillings i in the pound; but he'll not touch your growing 
subsistence under three shillings in the pound interest: be- 
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3 
sides which, you must let his clerk, Jonathan Item, swear 
the peace against you, to keep you from duelling; or insure 
your life, which you may do for eight per cent. On these 
terms he 'I oblige you, which he would not do for any body 
else in the regiment ; but he has a friendship for you. 

L. Hardy. Oh, I am his humble servant! but he must 
have his own terms; we can't starve, nor must the fellows 


Want. But, methinks, this is a calm e [ have heard 


no duns to-day. 
Trim. Duns, my lord! Why, now your father's dead, 


and they can't arrest you, I shall grow a little less upon the 


smooth with them than I have been. Why, friend, says I, 
how often must I tell you my lord is not stirring? His 
lordship has not slept well, you must come some other time: 


your lordship will send for him when you are at leisure to 


look upon money affairs; or if they are so saucy, so imper- 
tinent, as to press a man of your quality for their own, there 
are canes, there 's Bridewell, there's the stocks for your or- 


dinary tradesmen; but to an haughty, thriving, Covent- 
garden mercer, silk or laceman, your lordship gives your 


most humble service to him, hopes his wife is well; you 
have letters to write, or you would see him yourself, but 
you desire he would be with you punctually on such a day, 
that is to say, the day after you are gone out of town. 

L. Hardy. Go, sirrah, you are scurrilous: 1 won't believe 
there are such men of quality d' ye hear, give my service 
this afternoon to Mr. Cutpurse, the agent, and tell him I 
am obliged to pay him for his readiness to serve me, for I 
am resolved to pay my debts forthwith— 


voice without.) I do n't know whether he is within or 


not. Mr. Trim, is my lord within? 


L. Hardy. Trim, see who it 153 I am not within, you 
| Exit Tram. 
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Trim. [Without] Ves, sir, my lord is above; pray, 


walk up 
L. Hardy. Who can it be! he owns me too. 


Enter CAMPLEY au TRIM. 


Dar Tom Campley, this 15 kind—you are an extraordinary 
man, indeed, who, in the sudden accession of a noble for. 
tune, can still be yourself, and visit your less happy | 


friends. 


Camp. No, you are, my lord, the extraordinary man, who, 
on the loss of an almost princely fortune, can be master of a 
temper that makes you the envy, rather than pity of Four 


more fortunate, not more happy friends. 


L. Hardy. Oh, sir, your servant But let me gaze on 
thee a little J han't seen thee since we came home into 
England—most exactly, negligently, genteelly dressed] 


| know there is more than ordinary in this. [ Beating Camp- 


ley's breast.] Come, confess who shares with me here. 


I must have her real and poetical name 


Come, she is in 


Camp. One you little dream of; 8 she 1s ina man- 


ner of your placing there. 


L. Hardy. My placing there !- 
Camp. Why, my lord, all the fine things you have said 
to me in the camp, of my Lady Charlotte, your father's 
ward, ran in my head so very much, that I made it my bus1- 


ness to become acquainted in that family, which I did by 


Mr. Cabinet's means, and am now in love in the same place 
with your lordship. _ | 
L. Hardy. How! in love in the same place with me, Mr. 


Campley ? 


Camp. Ay, my lord, with t' BEE sister, with t' other 
Lister. 
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L. Hardy. What a dunce was I, not to know which, with- 
out your naming her? Why, thou art the only man breath- 
But my Lady Charlotte ; there's 
a woman !—50 easily virtuous ; so agreeably severe; her 
motion so unaffected, yet so composed; her lips breathe no- 


ing fit to deal with her 


thing but truth, good sense, and flowing wit. 

Camp. Lady Harriot ; there's the woman! Her lips are 
made of gum and balm—There 1s something in that dear 
girl that fires my blood above —above above 

L. Hardy. Above what ? 

Camp. A grenadier's march, 


But, Oh, that 
Charlotte! to rechne this aching head, full of care, on that 


L. Ilardy. A soft simile, I must confess 


tender, Snowy, faithful bosom— 
Camp. Oh, that Harriot! to embrace that beauteous- 
L. Hardy. Ay, Tom; but methinks your head runs too 
much on the wedding-night only, to make your happiness 
lasting: mine is fixed on the married state ; I expect my fe- 


licity from Lady Charlotte, in her friendship, her constancy, 
her piety, her household cares, her maternal tenderness 


But tell me, I wonder how you make your approaches in 
besieging such a sort of creature; she that loves addresses, 
gallantry, fiddles; that reigns and delights in a crowd of 
admirers. If I know her, she is one of those you may 
easily have a general acquaintance with, but hard to make 
particular. 
Camp. You understand her very well—You must know, I 
put her out of all her play, by carrying it in a humorous 
manner; I took care in all my actions, before I discovered 
the lover, that she should, in general, have a good opinion 
of me; so that she is now extremely at a loss how to throw 
me from the familiarity of an acquaintance, into the distance 
of a lover; but J laugh her out of it; when she begins to 
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frown, and look grave at my mirth, I mimic her till she 
bursts out a laughing 
L. Hardy. That 's ridiculous enough. 
Camp. By Cabinet's interest over my Lady Brumpton, 
with gold and flattery to Mrs. Fardingale, an old maid her 


ladyship has placed about the young ladies, I have easy ac- 


cess at all times, and am this very day to be admitted by 
her into their apartment——1 have ound, you must know, 
that she is my relation. 


L. Hardy. Her ladyship has chose an n odd companion for 
young ladies. 

Camp. Oh, my lady 's a politician; ; she told Tattleaid 
one day, that an old maid was the best guard for young 
ones; for they, like eunuchs in a seraglio, are vigilant out 
of envy of enjoy ment they cannot themselves arrive at. But, 


as I was saying, I have set my cousin Fardingale a song, 


which she and I are to practise to the spinne. The young 


ladies will be by and I am to be left alone with Lady Har- 


riot; if you 'II meet me at Tom's, have a letter ready, | 


will, myself, deliver it to your mistress, conduct you into 


the house, and tell her you are there, and find means to 
place you together. You must march under my command 
to-day, as J have many a one under yours. 
I. Hardy. But, faith, Tom, I shall not behave myself 
with half the resolution you have under mine; for, to con- 
fess my weakness, though I know she loves me, though I 
know she is as stedfastly mine, as her heart can make her, 
I know not how, when I am near her, that my tongue falters, 
my nerves shake, and my heart so alternately sinks and 
rises, that my premeditated resolves vanish into confusion, 
down- cast eyes, and broken utterance. 
Camp. Ha, ha, ha! this is a campaigner too! Why, my 


lord, that 's the condition Harriot would have me in, and 20 


4 
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then she thinks she could have me - but I, that know her 
better than she does herself, but I shall make her no such 
sacrifice. T' 1s well my lady Charlotte's a woman of 50 
solid an understanding; I do n't know another that would 
not use you ill for your high value. 

L. Hardy. But, Pom, I must see your song you have sent 
your cousin Fardingale, as you call her. 

Camp. This is lucky enough Aside. ]—No, hang it, my 
lord, a man makes so silly a figure when his verses are 
reading—Trim, thou hast not left off thy loving and thy 
rhyming ; Trims a critic : I remember him a servitor at 
Oxon—[ Gives a paper to Trim. ] I give myself into his 
hands, because you shan't see them till I am gone— 
lord, your servant—you shan't stir. . 

L. Hardy. Nor you neither, then. [ Struggling. 

Camp. You will be obeyed. „ 

[ Exeunt,—Lord Hardy waits on him down. 

Trim. What is in this 80ng—Ha do n't my Eyes deceive 
me ?—A Bill of three hundred pounds ! [ Reads. 


Mr. Cash, | 
Pray pay to Mr. William Trim, or bearer, the sum of 
three hundred pounds, and place it to the account of, 


Sir, 


Your humble servant, 
Thomas Campley.“ 


[ Pulling off his hat, and bowing.) Your very humble ser- 
vant, good Mr. Campley. Ay, this is poetry; this is a 
song indeed—Faith, I '11 set it and sing it myself——Pray 
pay to Mr. William Trim o far is recitative- 
hundred Singing ridiculously. |—hun—dred—hundred— 
Hundred thrice repeated, because 't is three hundred 


pounds. I love repetitions in music, when there is a good 


My 


Three 
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reason for it——Po ds, after the Italian manner. If 
they would bring me such sensible words as these, I would 
outstrip all your composers for the music prize. This was 
honestly done of Mr. Campley—though J have carried him 


many a purse from my master, when he was ensign to our 
company 1n Flanders. 


| Enter Lord HARD. 
My lord, I am your lordship's humble servant. 

L. Haray. Sir, your humble servant. But, pray, my 
good familiar friend, how came you to be so very much my 
humble servant all of a sudden? 

Trim, I beg pardon, dear sir; ; my: lord, I am not your 
humble servant. 

L. Hardy. No? 

Trim. Yes, my lord, I am, but not as you mean—but 1 
am—l am, my Lord In short, I am overjoyed. 

L. Hardy. 6 6 thou art distracted — 
the fellow ? Where is Campley's song? 
Min. Oh, my lord, one would not think it was in him 5 
Mr. Campley is really a very great poet—as for the song, 
it is only as they all end in rhyme—owe, woe; isses, 
kisses; boy, joy but, my lord, the other in long heroic 
blank verse Reading it with a great tone.] Pray pay to 


Mr. William Trim, or order the sum of ——How sweetly 
it runs! Pactolian guineas chink in every line. 
L. Hardy. How very handsomely this was done in Camp- 
ley! I wondered, indeed, he was so willing to shew his 
verses. In how careless a manner that fellow does the 
greatest actions! 
Trim, My lord, pray, my lord, sha” nt I go immediately 
to Cutpurse's? _ 


I. Hardy. No, sirrah; now we have no occasion for it. 


What ails 5 
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Trim. No, my lord, only to stare him full in the face 
after I have received this money, not say a word, but keep 
my hat on, and walk out: or, perhaps, not hear, if any I 
meet with speak to me: but grow stiff, deaf, and short? 
sighted to all my old acquaintance, like a sudden rich man 


as I am; or, perhaps, my lord, desire Cutpurse's clerk to 


let me leave fifty pounds at their house, payable to Mr. 
William Trim, or order—till I come that way—or a month 
or two hence, may have occasion for it—I don't know 
what bills may be drawn upon me Then, when the 
clerk begins to stare at me, till he pulls the great goose 
quill from behind his ear, [ Pulls a handful of farthings out.] 
I fall a reckoning the pieces, as I do these farthings. 

L. Hardy. Well, sirrah, you may have your humour, but 
be sure you take fourscore pounds, and pay my debts im- 
mediately—if you meet any officer you ever see me in com- 
pany with, that looks grave at Cutpurse's house, tell him 


I'll speak with him—We must help our friends But learn 5 


moderation, you rogue, in your good fortune; be at home 
all the evening after, while I wait at Tom's to meet Camp- 
ley, in order to see lady Charlotte 


My good or il in her alone is found, 
And in that thought all other cares are FTI, Fl [ Exit. 


Trim. Oh dear, dear, three hundred pounds. Exit. 


Enter SaBLE, Lord BRUMPTON, and TRUs T. 


Sab. Why, my lord, you can't in conscience put me off 
so; I must do according to my orders, cut you up, and 
embalm you, except you 'Il come down a little deeper than 
you talk of; you don't consider the charges I've been at 
already. | 

L. Brump. 5 for what ? 


Sab. First, twenty guineas to my lady's woman for notice 


of your death (a fee I've before now known the widow 
| | : | 
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herself go halves in), but no matter for that—in the next 
place, ten pounds for watching you all your long fit of 
sickness last winter. 

L. Brump. Watching me ? Why, [ had none but my own 
Servants by turns. | 

Sab. I mean attending to give notice of your death. 1 
had all your long fit of sickness, last winter, at half a crown 
a day, a fellow waiting at your gate to bring me intelli- 
gence, but you unfortunately recovered, and I lost all my 

obliging pains for your service. 

I. Brump. Ha! ha! ha! Sable, thou” rt a very impudent 
fellow. Half a crown a day to attend my e and dost 
thou reckon it to me? | 
Sab. Look you, gentlemen, don't stand staring at me 
T have a book at home, which I call my doomsday-book, 
where I have every man of quality's age and distemper in 
town, and know when you should drop—— Nay, my lord, if 
you had reflected upon your mortality, half so much as poor 
J have for you, you would not desire to return to life thus 
in short, I cannot keep this a secret e the whole money 
Jam to have for burying you. 

L. Brump. Trusty, if you think 3 it safe in you to obey my 
orders after the deed Puzzle told his clerk of, pay it him 

Zus. J should be glad to give it out of my own POS 
rather than be without the satisfaction of seeing you witness 
to it. 

I.. Brump. I heartily believe thee, dear DONS 

Sab. Then, my lord, the secret of your being alive 1 15 now 
safe with me, | 

Trus. I'll warrant Ion be reveng'd of this unconscionable 
dog. [ Aide. ]— My lord, you must to your closet 
i fear 8 coming 


A Sab. one Way, T. Brump. and Trusty another. 


— —— 
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SCENE II. 


Draaus and discovers Lady CHARLOTTE reading at à table— 
Lady HARR1OT playing at a glass to and fro, and VieWing 
herself. 


Lady II. Nay, good sage sister, you may as well talk to 
me, ¶ Looking at herself as she 5peaks.] as sit staring at a book, 
which I know you can't attend—Good Dr. Lucas may have 


- writ there what he pleases, but there's no putting Francis 


Lord Hardy, now Earl of Brumpton, out of your head, or 
making him absent from your eyes. Do but look on me now, 
and deny it if you can. 

Lady C. You are the madest girl | [ Smiling. 
Lady H. Look ye, I knew you could not say it, and for- 
bear laughing—[ Looking over Charlotte. |—Oh, I see his 


4 


Fa=r—a—n Fran, c—i—s cis, 


name as plain as you do 
Francis, 't is in every line of the book. 

Lady C. [ Rising.] Tis in vain, I see, to mind any thing 
in such impertinent company—but granting *twere as yon 
say, as to my Lord Hardy, 't is more excusable to admire 
another, than one's self. 1 

Lady H. No, I think not Ves, I grant you than really 
to be vain at one's person, but I don't admire myself, 
Pish! I don't believe my eyes have that softness - Looking 
in the glass.] They an't so piercing: no, tis only stuff, the 
men will be talking — Some people are such admirers of 
teeth Lord, what signifies teeth! | Sheawwing her teeth, ] A 
very black-a-moor has as white teeth as I No, sister, 
I don't admire myself, but I've a spirit of contradiction in 
me: I don't know I'm in love with myself, only to rival the 
me 


Lady C. Ay, but Mr. Campley will gain ground ev'n of 


that rival of his, your dear self 
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Lady H. Oh, what have I done to you, that you should 
name that insolent intruder—A confident opinionative fop— 
No, indeed, if I am, as a poetical lover of mine sighed and 
sung of both sexes 


The public envy, and the public care. 


I shan't be so easily catched—1 thank him I want but to be 
sure, I should heartily torment him, by banishing him, and. 


then consider whether he should depart this life or not. 


Lady C. Indeed, sister, to be serious with vou, this vanity 
in your humour does not at all become you. 


Lady I. Vanity ! All the matter is, we gay people are 


more sincere than you wise folks: all your life's an art 


Speak your soul Look you there [ Hlauling her to the glass. 
Are you not struck with a secret pleasure, when you view 
that bloom in your look, that harmony in your shape, that 
promptitude of your mien | 

Lady C. Well, simpleton, if I am at first so l as to be 
a little taken with myself, 1 Know it a fault, and TRE pains 
to correct 1t. | 

Lady H. Pehaw! pshaw ! talk this musty tale to old Mrs. 
Fardingale, tis too soon for me to think at that rate. 

Lady C. They that think it too soon to understand them- 
selves, will very soon find it too late — But tell me honestly, 
don't you like Campley ? | | 

Lady H. The fellow is not to be abhorred; if the forward 
thing did not think of getting me so casily Oh, I hate a 
heart I can't break when I please—W hat makes the value of 


dear china, but that 't is S0 brittle !—were it not for that, 
you might as well have stone mugs in your closet- 


Lady C. Hist, hist, here's Fardingale, 


Enter FARDINGALE. 


Far. Lady Harriot, Lady Charlotte—I 'I entertain vou 
now ; I've a new song, just come hot out of the poet's brain. 
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Lady Charlotte, my cousin Campley writ it, and it's set to 
a pretty air, I warrant you. 
Lady H. I is like to be indeed, of his writing. 
| [ Flings axvay. 
Far. Come, come, this is not one of your tringham 
trangham, witty things, that your poor poets write ; no, 
'tis well known my cousin Campley has two thousand 
pounds a year—— But this is all dissimulation in you. 
Lady C. T is so indeed, for your cousin's song is very 
pretty, Mrs. Fardingale. | [Reads. 


Let not lowe on me bestow, 
Soft distress, and tender W900 3 
{hen pr'ythee give me, gentle boy, 
None of thy grief, but all thy joy. 
But Harriot thinks that a little unreasonable, to expect one 
without enduring t' other. 


Enter Servant. 
Ser. There's your cousin Campley to wait on you 


without 
Far. Let him come in 


-we Shall have the song now= 


Enter CamPLEY. 

Camp. Ladies your most obedient servant—Your servant, 
lady Charlotte, — Servant, lady Harriot—{ Harriot Io grave 
upon him. | What 's the matter, dear lady Harrioi—Not well? 
protest to you I'm mightly concerned—[ Pulls out a bottle.] 
This is a most excellent spirit—snuF it up, madam. 


Lady H. Pish—the familiar coxcomb frets me heartily— 


Camp. T will be over, I hope, immediately. 

Lady C. Your cousin Fardingale has shewn us some of 
your poetry, | 

Camp. You should not have called it my poetry. 

Far. Who waits there—Pray bring my lute out of the 
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next room ¶ Enter servant with a lute.] You must know 1] 
conn'd this song before I came in, and find it will go to an 
excellent air of old Mr. Law's, who was my mother's 
intimate acquaintance : my mother's, what do I talk of? J 
mean my grand-mother's—Oh, here's the lute— Cousin 
Campley, hold the song upon your hat. [Aide to him. 
. is a pretty gallantry to a relation. Sings and squalls. | 
Let not love, © ca = 
Oh, I have left of these things many a day. 
Camp. No ;—but are not assured enough—Take it higher 
[In her own 5quall. |—Thus—I know your voice will bear 
KH; | 
Lady H. Oh, hideous! Oh, the gross flatterer—I hall 
burst—Mrs. Fardingale, pray go on, the music fits the 
words most aptly—Take it higher as your cousin advises. 
Far. Oh, dear madam, do you really like i] 40 it 
purely to please you for I can 't sing, alas ! 
3 C. We know it, good madam, we know it—But 
* 
ER 1 not love: and 1 blisses, is lively 
enough, and ran accordingly i in the tune. [ Curtsies to the 
company.] Now I took it higher. 
Lady H. Incomparably done! nothing can equal it, 
except your cousin sang his own poetry. _ | 
Camp. Madam, from my lord Hardy Delivers a letter 
to Lady Charlotte.] How do you say, my lady Harriot, | 
except I sing it myself! then I assure you I will. 
Lady C. I han't patience, I must go read my letter. 
Exit. 
Far. Bless me, what 's become of lady Charlotte? [ Exit. 
Lady H. Mrs. Fardingale, Mrs. Fardingale, what, must 
we lose you [ Campley runs to the door, takes the key out, and 
locks her in.] What means this insolence ? a plot apa me. 
Do you know who I am ? 
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Camp. Yes, madam, you're my lady Harriot Lovely, 
with ten thousand pounds in your pocket; and I am Mr. 
Campley, worth two thousand a year—of quality enough 
to pretend to you—And I do design, before I leave this 
room, to hear you talk hke a reasonable woman, as nature 
has made you. Nay, 't is in vain to flounce, and discom- 
pose yourself and your dress. 

Lady H. If there are swords, if they are men of honour, 


and not all dastards, cowards that pretend to this injured 
„ person 


[ Running round the room. 

Camp. Ay, ay, madam, let 'em come — That's putting 
me in my way, fighting's my trade—but you 've used all 
mankind too ill to expect so much service in short, 
madam, were you a fool, I should not desire to expostulate 
with you [ Se:z27ng her hand. 

Lady H. Unhand me, ravisher—[ Pulls her hand from him, 
and runs round the room, Campley after her.] 

Camp. But, madam, madam, madam, why, madam ! 


Pr'ythee, Cynthia, look behind you, [ Sings. 
Age and wrinkles will oertade you. 


Lady II. Age, wrinkles, small-pox, nay, any thing 
that 's most abhorrent to youth. and bloom, were welcome 
in the place of so detested a creature. 

Camp. No such matter, lady Harriot; I w auld not be a 
vain coxcomb, but I know I am not detestable, nay, know 
where you *ve said as much, before you understood me for 
your servant. Was I immediately transformed because I 
became your lover? | 

Lady H. My lover, sir? Did 1 ever give 2 reason to 
think I admitted you as such? 

Camp. Yes, you did in your using me ill—how do you 


answer yourself for some parts of your behaviour to me as 


a gentleman 


Do but consider, madam, I have long loved 
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vou—bore with this fantastic humour through all its mazes 
—Nay, do not frown—for 't is no better I love with 
too sincere, too honest a devotion, and would have your 
mind as faultless as your person, which 't would be, if 
you 'I lay aside this vanity She walks about less 
violently, but more confued. ] Had I not better tell you of it 
now, than when you are in my power ; 1 should be then too 
generous to thwart your inclination. 

Lady H. That is indeed very handsomely said. Why 
Should I not obey reason as soon as I see it—ſ A5ide] Since 
50, Mr. Campley, I can as ingenuously as I should then, 
acknowledge that I have been in an error. 

(Looking down on her fan. 

Cam: Nay, that's too great a condescension. Oh, 
excellence! I repent! I see 't was but justice in you to 
demand my knees, [ Kneeling.) my sighs, my constant 
tenderest regard and service And! you Shall have *em, since 
you are above 'em | 

Lady H. Nay, Mr: © Campley, you wont recal me to a 
fault you have so lately shewn me — I will not suffer 
this——no more ecstas1es ! But pray, ny what was 't you 
did to get my sister out of the room? 

Camp. You may know it, and I must desire you to assist 
my Lord Hardy there, who writ to her . me For he is no 
ravisher, as you called me just now. 


—He is now in the 
house And I would fain gain an interview 

Lady I. That they may have—But they M make lies 
use of it : for the tongue is the instrument of speech to us 
of a lower form; they are of that high order of lovers, who 
know none but eloquent silence, and can utter themselves 
only by a gesture that speaks their passion inexpressible 
and what not fine things. | 

7 But pray let's go into your sister's closet, while 
they are together, 
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Lady H. I swear I don't know how to see my sister 
She 'Il laugh me to death to see me out of my pantoufles, 
However, I know she ?l! 


and you and 1 thus familiar 
approve 1t. 

Camp. You may boast yourself an heroine to her, and the 
first woman that was ever vanquished by hearing truth, and 
had sincerity enough to receive so rough an obligation, as 
being made acquainted with her faults. Come, madam, 
stand your ground bravely, we?ll march in to her thus. 

[ She leaning on Campley. 

Lady H. Who on believe a woman's anger more? I've 
betray'd the whole sex to you, Mr. Campley. Exeunt. 


Re-enter Lord HARDY and CAMPLEY. 


Camp. My lord, her sister, who now is mine, will 
immediately send her hither——But be yourself, 
her bravely- 


Charge 


I wish she were a cannon— An eighteen- 
pounder for your sake — Then J know, were there occasion, 
you 'd be in the mouth of her——— 


L. Hardy. IJ long, yet fear to see her — l know 1 am 


unable to utter myself. „ 
Camp. Come, retire bore till she appears. 


Enter Lady CHARLOTTE. 


Lady C. Now is the tenderest moment now approaching 
[ Aside] There he is | They approach and salute each other, 
trembling. ] Your lordship will please to sit; [After a very 
long pause, stolen glances, and irresolute gestures.] your lord- 
Ship, I think, has travelled those parts of 215 where the 
armies are 

L. Hardy. Yes, madam. f 

Lady C. I think I have letters from you, dated Mantua. 


L. Hardy. I hope you have, madam, and that their 


purpose 


. 
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Lady C. My lord? [ Looking serious and confustd. 

L. Hardy. Was not your ladyship going to say something? 

Lady C. I only attended to what your lordship was 
going to say — That is, my lord— But you were, I believe, 
going to say something of that garden of the world, Italy— 
Jam very sorry your misfortunes in England are such as 
make you justly regret your leaving that place. 

L. Hardy. There is a person in England may make thosc 
losses insensible to me 

Lady C. Indeed, my lord, there have so very few of 
quality attended his majesty in the war, that your birth and 
merit may well hope for his favour. | 
IL. Hardy. I have, indeed, all the oat in the wodd for his 
majesty's service, and most grateful affection for his person, 

but did not then mean him. 

Lady C. But can you indeed impartially say that our 
island is really preferable to the rest of the world, or is it 
arrogance only in us to think so? 

L. Hardy. J profess, madam, tha: little J have seen * 
but more endeared England to me; for that eller of 
humours which perhaps distracts our public affairs, does, 
methinks, improve our private lives, and makes conversa- 
tion more various, and consequently more pleasing— Every 
where else, both men and things have the same countenance 
In France you meet with much civility and little friend. 
Ship; in Holland, deep attention, but little reflexion; in 
Italy, all pleasure, but no mirth—But here with us, where 
you have every where pretenders, or masters in every thing, 
you can't fall into company, wherein you shall not be 
instructed or diverted. | | 

Lady C. I never had an account of any thing from 
you, my lord, but IJ mourned the loss of my brother, you 
would have been so happy a companion for him—With that 
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right sense of yours—My lord, you need not bow 0 
obsequiously, for J do you but justice 
word of your seeing a lady in Italy very like me. 


Did 
you visit her often ? 

L. Hardy. Once or twice, but I observed her so loose a 
creature, that I could have killed her for having your 
person. 

Lady C. I thank you, sir; but Heaven that preserves 
me unlike her, will, I hope, make her more like me—But 
your fellow-traveller—His relations themselves know not a 
Just account of him. 

L. Hardy. The original cause of his fever was a violent 
passion for a fine young woman he had not power to 
speak to—but I told her his regard for her as paauronately 
as possible. 

Lady C. You were to him, what Mr. Campley has 
been to you Whither am I running Poor your friend 
Poor gentleman. 

L. Hardy. I hope, then, as Cample y's eloquence is 
greater, so has been his success. 

Lady C. My lord? 

. 1 7 5 Your ladyship' —— 


Euter Lady r 
Lady H. Undone! undone! Tattleaid has found, by 
some means or other, that Campley brought my Lord Hardy 
hither; we are utterly ruined, my lady's coming 
L. Hardy. PII stay and confront her. 
Lady C. It must not be we are too much in her 
power. a 


Enter CAMPLEY.. 
Camp. Come, come, my lord, we're routed horse and 
foot—Down the back stairs, and so outs [ Exennt, 


* 
* 


But you sent me 
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Ladies. Ay, ay- 


Lady 1. I tremble every joint of me 


Lady C. I'm at a stand a little, but rage will recover 
me; she 's coming in- 


Enter WiI Dow. 


Mid. Ladies, your servant—l fear I interrupt you, have 
vou company ? Lady Harriot your servant, Lady Charlotte, 
your Servant ? What, not a word—Oh, I beg your lady- 
ship's pardon—Lady Charlotte did I say? My young Lady 
Brumpton, I wish you joy. 
1 C. Oh, your servant, Lady Dowager Brumpton 
That 's an appellation of much more joy to you 

2 So smart, madam ; but you should, methinks, have 
made one hg aaa madam, your conduct is seen 
through 

Lady g. My conduct, Lady Brumpton! 

Had. Your Seen, Lady Charlotte! 


| Coming up to each other. 


Lady C. ACN; 't is you are scen through all your - 
thin disguises 


Mid. I seen ? By 1 8 


Lady C. By an all- piercing eye; ; nay, but What you 
much more fear, the eye of the world—The world sees you, 
or shall see you: it shall know your secret intemperance, 
your public fasting- Loose poems in your closet, an homily 
on your toilette Vour easy skilful practised hypocrisy, by 
which you wrought on your husband basely to tranfer the 
trust and ward of us, two helpless virgins, into the hands 
and care of—T cannot name it Vou 're a wicked woman. 

Lady H. [ Aside.] Oh, rare sister! T is a fine thing 
to keep one's anger in stock by one; we that are angry and 
pleased every half hour, have nothing at all of this high- 
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flown fury! Why, she rages like a princess in a tragedy ! 
Blessings on her tongue— 

Wid. Is this the effect of your morning lectures, your 
self-examination, all this fury. 

Lady C. Yes, it is, madam; if I take pains to govern 
my pass1ons, it shall not give licence to others to govern 
em for me | | 

Mid. Well, Lady Charlotte, however you ill deserve it 
of me, I shall take care, while there are locks and bars, to 
keep you from Lord Hardy—From being a i” lady, 
from carrying a knapsack. 

Lady C. Knapsack! Do you upbraid the poverty your 
own wicked arts have brought him to—Knapsack ! Oh, 
grant me patience, can 1 hear this of the man I love? 
Knapsack! I have not words. [ Stamps about the room. 


Mid. I leave you to cool upon it; love and anger are 
very warm Pass10ns= Exit. 


Lady H. She has locked us in - 

Lady C. Knapsack! Well, I will break walls to go to 
him—I could sit down and cry my eyes out! Dear sister, 
what a rage have I been in? Knapsack! I'll give vent to 
my just resentment—Oh, how shall 1 avoid this base woman, 
how meet that excellent man II hope *t is in fate to crown 
our loves; for it is only in the protection of men of honour, 
that we are naturally truly safe; 


And woman's happiness, for all her ScOrn, 


1s only by that side whence she was born. [Exeunt. 
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42 H. SCENE-:T. 


— — 


Euter Lord HARDY, CamPLEY, and I Rim. 


Lord Hardy. 
Thar jade Tattleaid saw me upon the stairs, for I had no: 
patience to keep my concealment, but must peep out to 5c 
what was become of you. 

Camp. But we have advice, however, it seems, from the 
garrison already this mistress of Trim! 8 18 4 mighty lucky 
accident 

Trim. Ay, gentlemen, she has free egress and regress, 
and you know the French are the best bred people in the 
world—she 'Il be assistant—but, faith, I have one scruple 
that hangs about me—and that is— Look you, my lord, we 


servants have no masters in their absence—In a word, when 


I am with Madamoiselle, I talk of your lordship as only a 


particular acquaintance, that I do business indeed for you 


sometimes I must needs say, cries I, that indeed my Lord 
Hardy 1s really a person T have a great honour for. 

L. Hardy. Pish! is that all? I understand you—your 
mistress does not know that you do me the honour to clean 


my shoes or so, upon occasion—Pr'ythee, Will, make 


yourself as considerable as you please. 
Trim. Well then, your lesson is this 


She out of her 


respect to me, and understanding Mr. Campley was an 


intimate of my friend my Lord Hardy, and condescending 
(though she is of a great house in France) to make mantua's 


for the improvement of the English—which gives her easy 


admittance—She, I say, moved by these promises, has 
vouchsafed to bring a letter from my Lady Harriot to Mr. 
Campley, and came to me to bring her to him. You are 
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to understand also, that she 1s dressed in the latest French 
cut; her dress is the model of their habit, and herself of 
their manners—for she 15—PBut you shall see her— [| Exit. 


L. Hardy. This gives me some life Cheer up, om 


but behold the solemnity—Do you see Trim's gallantry ? 1 
shall laugh out. 


Enter TRIM leading in MADEMOISELLE. 


{rim. My dear Lord Hardy, this is Mademoiselle 
d'Epingle, whose name you've often heard me sigh— 
[Lord Hardy salutes ber,] Mr. Campley—Mademoiselle 
d'Epingle 1 [Campley 5alutes her. 

Madem. Votre servante, gentlemen, votre servante— 

Camp. I protest to you, I never saw any thing so becom- 
ing as your dress—shall I beg the favour you'd condescend 
to let Mr. Trim lead you once round the room, that I may 
admire the elegance of your habit. [Trim leads her round. 

IL. Hardy. How could you ask such a thing? 

Camp. Pshaw, my lord, you *re a bashful English fellow 
vou see she is not surprised at it, —Oh, madam, your air! 
—The negligence, the disengagement of your manner! Oh, 
how delicate is your noble nation—When shall you see an 
English woman so dressed? | 

Madem. De Englise! poor barbarians, poor savages, dey 
know no more of de dress, but to cover dere nakedness. 
| Glides along the room] Dey be cloded, but no dressed 
But, Monsieur Terim, which Monsieur Campley ? 

7rim. That's honest Tom Campley 

Camp. At your service, mademoiselle 


Madem. I fear I incur de censure, [ Pulling out the letter, 


and recolledting as loth to deliver it.] but Mr. Terim being 
your intimate friend, and | designing to honour him in de 


way of an husband—$0, so, how do I run away in dis- 
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course I never make promise to Mr. Terim before, and 
now do it par accident 


Camp. Dear Will Trim is extremely obliging in having 
prevailed upon you to do a thing, that the severity of your 
virtue, and the greatness of your quality (though a stran- 
ger in the country you now honour by your ee in nit). 
would not let you other ise condescend to 

Madem. Oh, monsieur! Oh, monsieur! you speak my 
very thoughts—Oh, I don't know how! Pardon me to give 
a billet—it so look! Oh, fy! I cannot stay after 1t—[ Dro. 
it, runs affetedly to the other end of the room, then quite out, 
re-enters.] I beg ten thousand pardons for go so mal-a-pro- 
pos. Curtsies as going. 

L. Hardy. Your servant, good madam— Mr. Trim, you 
know you command here — pray, if Madame d'Epingle 
will honour our cottage with longer stay, wait on her in and 
entertain her Pray, sir, be free— | 


Trim. My lord, you know your power over me, I'm all 


complaisance— | [Leads her out. 
Camp. Now to my dear . 


« Sir, 

There 1s one thing which you were too generous to 
touch upon in our last conversation We have reason to fear 
the widow's practices in relation to our fortune, if you are 
not too quick for her ask Lady Charlotte whether this is 
not her sense to Lord Hardy She says nothing, but lets me 
write on These people always have, and will have ad- 
mittance every where, therefore we may hear from you. 

Lam. Sir. 


a Vour most . servant, 
* HARRIOT LoverLY.” 


My obedient servant! 'Thy obedience Shall ever be as vo- 
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luntary as now—ten thousand chousand kisses on thee—— 
Look you, my lord 


Thou dear paper 
hand it is? 


What a pretty 


L. Hardy. Why, Tom, thou dost not give me leave to 


see it 
poor lady 
Camp. Look you, my lord, all along the lines, here went 
the pen, and through the white intervals her snowy fingers. 
Do you see, this is her name 
L. Hardy. Nay, there's Lidy Charlotte's name too in the 
midst of the letter—— Why, you'll not be so unconscion- 
able you ' re 50 cee you 'Il give me one kiss, sure 
Camp. Well, you shall, but you're so cager don't bite 
me- for you shan't have it in your own hands there, chere, 
there Let go my hand- 
L. Hardy. What an exquisite pleasure there is in this 
foolery———— But what shall we do ? 
Camp. I have a thought; pr'ythee, my lords call Trim. 
IL. Hardy. Ha, Trim | 
Camp. Hold—Mr. Tri" Y os forget his mistress is there. 
L. Hardy. Gra' mercy Dear Will Trim, ep in hither. 
Camp. Ay, that $ something. 


you snatch it to your mouth s0 you 'I stifle the 


Enter Tzlu. 
Trim, have not I seen a young woman sometimes carry Ma- 
dame d' Epingle's trinkets for her, coming from my Lady 


Brumpton's. 
Trim. Yes, you might have seen such a one, she waits 


for her now. 
Camp. Do you think you could not prevail for me to be 
dressed in that wench's clothes and attend your mistress in 


her stead thither ? They'll not dream we should so soon at- 


tend again. 
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Trim. Yes, I'll engage. 

Camp. Then, we'll trust the rest to our good genius; 

I'll about it instantly 


Harriot Lovely——— 
[ Exeunt, Kissing the letter, 


Euter Wibow and TATTLEAID. 


I} id. This was well done of you; be sure you take care 
of their young ladyships; you shall, I promise you, have a 
snip in the sale of them. 

7Zat. I thank your good ladyship. 

Vid. Is that the porter's paper of how- d' ye's? 

Jat. Yes, madam, he just sent it up; his general answer 
is, that you are as well as can be expected i in your condi- 
tion; but that you see nobody. 

id. That's right Reading names.] Lady Riggle, Lady 
Formal— 0h, that Riggle! a pert ogler—an indiscreet, 
silly thing, who is really known by no man, yet for her 
carriage justly thought common to all; and as Formal has 
only the appearance of virtue, so she has only the appear 
ance of vice — What chance, I wonder, put these con- 
tradictions to each other into the same coach, as you say 
they called —Mrs. Frances and Mrs. Winnifred Glebe, who 
are they ? 

Tat. They are the country great fortunes, have been out 
of town this whole year; they are those whom your ladyship 


said upon being very well- born, ook upon them to be very 
1IIL-bred. 


Wid. Did I say so! 2 Really I think it was apt enough; 
now I remember them—Lady Wrinkle : Oh, that smug "old 
woman! there is no enduring her affectation of youth; but 
1 plague her; I always ask whether her daughter in Wilt- 
Shire has a grandchild yet or not——Lady Worth: I can't 
bear her company, she has so much of that virtue in her 
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heart, which J have in my mouth only. [ Aide. J— Mrs. 
After-day: Oh, that's she that was the great beauty, the 
mighty toast about town, that's just come out of the small- 
pox ; she is horribly pitted, they say; I long to see her, 
and plague her with my condolence. Tis a pure ill- na- 
tured satisfaction to see one that was a beauty unfortunately 
move with the same languor, and softness of behaviour, that 
once was charming in her; to see, I say, her mortify, that 
used to kill: ha, ha, ha! — The rest are a catalogue of 


mere names or titles they were born to; an insipid crowd 
of neither good nor bad. But you are sure these other 
ladies suspect not in the least that 1 know of their coming ? 
Tat. No, dear madam; they are to ask for me. 
Wid. I hear a coach [ Exit. Tat.] I have now an ex- 
quisite pleasure in the thought of surpassing my Lady Sly, 
who pretends to have out- grieved the whole town for her 


husband. They are certainly coming. Oh, no! here let 
me- thus let me sit and think Widow on her couch, while 
she is raving, as to herself, Tattleaid % introduces the la- 
dies.] Wretched, disconsolate as I am! Oh, welcome, 
welcome, dear, killing anguish ! Oh, that J could lie down 
and die in my present heaviness ! But what—how? Nay, 
my dear, dear lord, why do you look so pale, so ghastly at 
me? Wottoo, Wottoo ! fright thy own trembling, shiver- 


ing wife 

Tat. Nay, good madam, be comforted. 

Mid. Thou shalt not have me [ Pashes Tat.] 

Tat. Nay, good madam, 't is I, 't is I, your ladyship's 
own woman. T is I, madam, that dress you, talk to you, 
and tell you all that's done in the house every day; 't is I— 

Mid. Is it then possible? Is it then possible that I am 
left? Speak to me not, hold me not; I'll break the listen- 
ing walls with complaints. [ Looks surprised at seeing the 
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company, then severely at Tattleaid.] Ah, Tattleaid 
1:t Lady. Nay, madam, be not angry at her; we would 
come in spite of her; we are your friends, and are as con- 
cerned as you are. 
Wid. Ah, madam, madam, madam, madam, I am an un- 
done woman! Oh, me! alas, alas! Oh, Oh! [All join in 


her notes.] I swoon! I expire! _ [ Faints. 
2d Lady. Pray, Mrs. T attleaid, bring something that is 
cordial to her. | [Exit Tattleaid. 


3d Lady. Indeed, madam, you should have patience; his 
lordship was old. Jo die is but going before in a journey 
we must all take. 


Enter Tar TLEAID, loaded with bottles ; 3d Lady Laker a boitle 


frem ber and drinks. 


4th Lady. Lord, how my Lady Fleer drinks! I have heard, 
indced, but never could believe it of her. [ Drinks also. 
15? Lady. But, madam, don't you hear what the town says 
of the jilt, Flirt, the men liked so much in the Park? 
Hark ye- 
silk Stockings 


was scen with him in a hackney coach and 


key-hole 


—his wig—on the chair. 
[ hispers by interruption. 
24 Lady. Impudent flirt, to be found out! 
| 3d Lady. But I speak it only to you. 
4th Lady. Nor I, but to one more. [M hispers next Wiman. 
5th Lady. I can't believe it; nay, I always thought it, 
madam. [ Whispers the Widow. 
Wid. Sure, *tis impossible ! the demure, prim thing— 
Well, I thank my stars, 
 whatsoever sufferings I have, I have none in my reputation. 
1 wonder at the men; J could never think her handsome. 
She has really a good shape and complexion, but no mien; 
and no woman has the use of her beauty without mien, Her 


Sure all the world is hypocrisy— 
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charms are dumb, they want e But whither does 
distraction lead me to talk of charms 

Come, 
let us widows be true to ourselves; keep our countenances 


157 Lady. Charms! a chit's, a girl's charms! 


and our characters, and 4 fig for the maids, I mean the un- 
married. | | 

2d Lady. Ay, since they will set up for our knowledge, 
why should not we for their ignorance ? 

34 Lady. But, madam, o' Sunday morning at church, I 
curtsied to you, and looked at a great fuss in a glaring light 
dress, next pew. That strong, masculine thing is a knight's 
wife, pretends to all the tenderness in the world, and would 
fain put the unwieldly upon us, for the soft, the languid, 
She has of a sudden left her dairy, and set up for a fine town 
lady; calls her maid Cisly, her woman, speaks to her by 
her surname of Mrs. Cherryfist, and her great foot-boy of 
ene big enough for a trooper, is Stripped in into a laced 
coat, now Mr. Page, forsooth. 

ath Lady. Oh, I have seen her— Well, [ heartily pity 
some people for their wealth; they might have been un- 


known else You would die, madam, to see her and her 
equipage: I thought the honest fat tits, her horses, were 
ashamed of their finery ; they dragged on, as if they were 
all at plough, and a great bashful-look'd booby benind, 
grasp'd the coach, as if he had held one. 
5th Lady. Alas! some people think there is nothing but 
being fine to be genteel : but the high prance of the horses, 
and the brisk insolence of the servants in an equipage of 
quality, are inimitable: but to our own beasts and servants. 
15t Lady. Now you talk of an equipage, I envy this lady 
the beauty she will appear in in a mourning coach, it will so 
become her complexion; I confess I myself monrned for two 
years for no other reason. Take up that hood there. Oh, 
that fair face with a veil! [They tate up her hood. 
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id. File, fic, ladies But I have been told, indeed, black 
does become 

2 Lady. Well, I'l take the liberty to speak it, there 
15 young Nutbrain has long had (L'Il be sworn) a passion fo. 
this lady: but Ie tell you one 1 J fear she 1 dislike 
that ! 15, he is younger than she 5 

34 Lady. No, that's no exception; but III tell you one, 
he is younger than his brother. | 

Mid. Ladies, talk not of such affairs. Who could love 
such an unhappy reli as I am? But, dear madam, what 
grounds have you for that idle story? 

4th Lady. Why, he toasts you, and trembles where you 
are spoke of. It must be a match. 


Wid. Nay, nay, you rally; you rally; but I know you 
mean 1t kindly. | 


It Lady. I swear we do. [ Tattleaid wwhispers the Widow. 

Mid. But I must bescech you, ladies, since you have been 
so compassionate as to visit and accompany my sorrow, to 
give me the only comfort I can now know, to see my friends 
chearful, and to honour an entertainment Tattleaid has pre- 
pared within for you. If I can find strength enough, ['1! 
attend you; but I wish you would excuse me, for 1 have" NO 
relish of food or joy, but will try to get a bit down 1 in my 
_ own chamber. | 

15% Lady. There i is no pleasure without vou. 

Mid. But, madam, I must beg of your ladyship not to M 
80 importune to my fresh calamity, as to mention Nutbrain 
any more. I am sure there is nothing in it. In love with 
me, quoth-a! IL led of. Exeunt Ladies, Cc. 


Enter MADEMOISELLE, and CAMPLEY in avoman”s clothes, 
carrying her things. 

Madem. I am very glad to be in de ladies antichamber ; 

was shamed of you, you yon such impudent look: besides, 
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me wonder you were not seized by the constable, when you 
pushed de man into de kennel. 


Camp. Why, should I have let him kissed me? 

Madem. No; but if you had hit him wit fan, and say, 
why, sure, saucy-box, it been enough; beside, what you 
hitted de gentleman for offer kisse me? 

Camp. I beg pardon, I did not know you were pleased 
with 1t. 

Madem. Please! no; but me rader be kisse den you, Mr. 
Terim's friend, be found out. Could not you say, when he 
kisse me, sure, sauce-box, dat's meat for your master. Be- 
sides, you take such strides when you walk — Oh, fie! dese 
little pette tiny bits a woman steps. [Serving her step. 
Camp. But, pr'ythee, Mademoiselle, why have you lost 
your English tongue, all of a sudden? Methought, when the 
fellow called us F rench whores as we came along, and said 
we came to starve their own people, you gave them pretty 
plain English: he was a dog, a rascal, you'd send to the 
stocks- 

Madem. Ha, ha, ha! I was in a passion, and betrayed 
myself; but you are my lover's friend, and a man of honour, 
therefore know you will do nothing to injure us. Why, Mr. 
Campley, you must know I can speak as good English as you; 
but I don't, for fear of losing my customers: the English 
will never give a price for any thing they understand. Nay, 
J have known some of your fools pretend to buy with good- 
breeding, and give any rate, rather than not be thought to 
have French enough to know what they are doing; strange 
and far-fetched things they only like; don't you see how 
they swallow gallons of the juice of tea, while their own 
dock- leaves are trod under foot. Mummy Lady Harriot. 


Enter Lady FLARKIOT: 


8 votre - 5ervante. Servante= 
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Lady H. Well, Mademoiselle, did you deliver my letter ? 

Madem. Oui | 

Lady H. Well, and how? Is that it in your hand? 

Madem. Oui 

Lady JI. Well, then, why don't you give it me? 

Madem. Oh, fie, lady! dat be so right Englise ; de Eng- 
lise mind only de words of de lovers, but de words of de 


lovers are often lie, but de action no lie. 

Lady HI. What does the thing mean? Give me my letter, 

Madem. Me did not deliver your letter. 

Lady H. No! 

Madem. No, me tell you me did drop it to sce Mr. Camp- 
ley, how cavalier take it up. As dese me did drop It, 50 
Monsieur run to take it up. 

[They both run to tale it 15 Madem. tales it up. 
Dus he do dere de letter Very well, very well. Oh, 
' amour! You act de manner Mr. Campley take it up better 
than I; do you no see it? LZ Hey both run, Harriot gets it. 

Lady H. ¶ Reads. 


Madam, | 
] am glad you have mentioned what indeed I did not at 
that time think of, nor if I had should I have known how to 
have spoken of. But bless me more than fortune can, by 
turning those fair eyes upon, 
5 Madam, 
our most faithful, 
Most obedient humble servant, 


c Tuo MAS CAMPLEY.” 


What does he mean ?—But bless me more, by turning 
Oh, 't is he himself! ¶ Looking about, observes Camp. Smile. ] 
Oh, the hoydon! the romp !—I did not think any thing 
could add to your native confidence; but you look so very 
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bold in that dress, and your arms fall off, and your pettü— 


coats, how they hang | 

Camp. Mademoiselle voulez vouz de salville l' eau de 
Hongrie, chez Monsieur Marchant de Montpelier—-Dis for 
your teet. [ Shewing his trinkets. | De essence, a little book 
French for teach de elder broders make compliments. Will 
you, I say, have any thing that I have ? Will you have all 
I have, madam ? | 

Lady JI. Yes, and for the hamour's sake, will never part 
with this box while I live. Ha, ha, ha 

Camp. But, Lady Harriot, we must not stand laughing; as 
you observe in your letter, delays are dangerous in this wic- 
ked woman's custody of | you ; therefore, I must, madam, be- 
seech you, and pray, stay not on niceties, but be advised. 

Lady H. Mr. Campley, I have no will but yours. 

Camp. Thou dear creature! But [ Kisses her hand.] hark'e, 
then you must change dresses with Mademoiselle, and go 
with me instantly. 

Lady H. What you please. 

Camp. Madame d' Epingle, I must desire you to comply 
with a humour of gallantry of ours: you may be sure Il! 
have an eye over the treatment you have upon my account— 
only to change habits with Lady Harriot, and let her go 
while you Stay. 5 

Madem. Wit all my heart. [ Ofers to undress Herself. 

Lady H. What, before Mr. Campley ? 

Madem, Oh, Oh, very Anglaise ! Dat is so Englise; all 
women of quality in France are dress and undress by a valet 
de chambre, de man chamber-maid help complexion better 
den de woman, I Asuri to Harriot. 

Lady H. Nay, that 's a secret in dress, Mademoiselle, I 
never knew before; and am so unpolished an English-wo— 
man, as to resolve never to learn even to dress before my 

G 
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husband. Oh, indecency! Mr. Campley, do you hear what 
Mademoiselle says: 

Madem. Oh, hist ! — Bagatelle. 

Lady H. Well, we'll run in, and be ready in an instant. 

| | —__ [ Exeunt Lady Harriot and Mademoiselle. 

Camp. Well, I like her every minute better and better. 
What a delicate chastity she has! There is something so 

gross in the carriage of some wives (though they are ho- 
nest too), that they lose their husbands' hearts for faults, 
which, if they have either good nature or good breeding, 
they know not how to tell them of. But, how happy am 
in such a friend as Hardy, such a mistress as Harriot! 


Continue, Heaven, a grateful heart to bless 
With faith in friendship, and in love success. [Exeunt. 


— — 


ACT IV. SCENE J. 


Enter Widow and TRKUSTY: 


Widow. 
Max. 4 rusty, you have, I do assure you, the same place and 
power in the management of my Lord Brumpton's estate, as 
In his life-time. I am reduced to a necessity of trusting him. 
[Aside.] However Tattleaid dissembles the matter, she 
must be privy to Lady Harriot's escape, and Fardingale 15 
as deep as them both, and I fear will be their ruin, which it 
is my care and duty to prevent. Be vigilant, and you shall 
be rewarded. I shall employ you wholly in Lady Charlotte's 


affairs, she is able to pay Services done for both. You have 
sense, and understand me. Exit. 


Trusty. Ves, J do indeed understand you, and could wish 
another could with as much detestation as 1 do; but my poor 
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old lord is so strangely, so bewitchedly enamoured of her, 
that even after this discovery of her wickedness, I see he 
could be reconciled to her; and though he is ashamed to 
confess to me, I know he longs to speak with her. If I tell 
Lord Hardy all, to make his fortune, he wouid not let his 
father be dishonoured by a public way of separation. If 
things are acted privately, I know she will throw us all; 
there is no middle way; I must expose her, to make a re- 
union impracticable. 


Euter Lord HaRDY, CAur LEX, ard Trim. 

L. Hardy. I forget my own misfortunes, dear Campley, 
when I reflect on your success. 

Camp. J assure you, it moderates the swell of joy that I 
am in, to think of your difficulties. I hope my felicity is 
previous to yours: my Lady Harriot gives her service to 
you, and we both think it but decent to suspend our marriage, 
till your and Lady Charlotte's affairs are in the same posture. 

L. Hardy. Where is my lady? 

Camp. She is at my aunt's, my lord. But, my lord, if you 
do n't interpose I don't know how I shall adjust matters with 
Mr. Trim, for leaving his mistress behind me; I fear he Il 
demand satisfaction of me. „ 

Iiim. No, sir; alas, I can know no satisfaction while she 

is in jeopardy |! therefore would rather be put in a way to re- 
cover her by storming the castle, or other feat of arms, like 
a true enamoured swain as I am. | 


Enter Boy. 
By. T here is one Mr. 'Trusty below, would speak with 
my lord. 
L. Hardy. Mr. Trusty, my father's steward! What can 
he have to say to me? 
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Camp. He is very honest, to mv knowledge. 

L. Ilardy. J remember, indeed, when I was turned out of 
the house, he followed me to the gate, and wept over me, 
for which I have heard he ha ike to have lost his place. 
But, however, I must advise with you a little, about my be- 
haviour to him. Let us in. Boy, bring him up hither; 
tell him I'll wait on him presently. [Exit Boy.] Is halt 
want you, I believe here, Trim. 0 Excuut- 


Re-enter Boy, and TRUSTY. 


Boy. My lord will wait on you here immediately. [Zit. 

Trusty. "ris very well. These lodgings are but homely 
for the Larl of Brumpton. Oh, that damned strumpet! that 
I should ever know my master's wife for such. How many 
thousand thine: does my head run back to ? After my poor 
father's death, be good lord took me, because he was a cap- 
tain in his regiment, and gave me education I was, I think, 


three and twenty when this young lord was christened. 
What ado there was about call.ag him Francis! [ /7pes his 
cyes.] These are but poor lodgings for him. 1 cannot bear 


the joy, to think that I shall save the family from which 1 
have had my bread, 


8 Taru. 


Trin Sir, my lord will wait on you immediately. 

[As Trim 7s 
going.] But, sir, are not you the young man that attended 
him at Cltrist-church in Oxtord, and have followed him 
ever since? 


Trusty. Sir, 'tis my duty to wait on him 


Trim. Ves, sir, I am. 


Trusty, Nay, sir, no harm; but you?ll thrive the better 
for it. : — 
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Trim. ] like this old fellow ; I smell more money. 
: | [ Avide. Exit. 
7rusty. I think it is now eight years since I saw him; he 
was not then nineteen, when I followed him to the gate, and 
gave him fifty guineas, which I pretended his father sent 
after him. | 


Enter Lord Ha R Ds. 


L. Hardy. Mr. Trusty, I am very glad to see you; you 
look very hale and jolly ; you wear well; I am glad to see 
it— But your commands to me, Mr. 'Trusty ? 

{rusty. Why, my lord, I presume to wait upon your lord- 
Ship——My lord, you are strangely grown; you are your 


father's very picture; you are he, my lord; you are the 
very man that looked so pleased to see me look so fine in 
my laced livery to go to court. 1 was his page, when he 
was just such another as you. He kissed me afore a great 
many lords, and said I was a brave man's son, that had 
taught him to exercise his arms. I remember he carried 
me to the great window, and bid me be sure to keep in 
your mother's sight in all my ünery. She was the ſtnest 
young creature; the maids of honour hated to see her at 
court. My lord then courted my good lady. She was as 
kind to me on her death-bed : she aid to me, Mr. Trusty, 
take care of my lord's second marriage, for that child's 
sake: she pointed as well as che could to you; vou fell a- 
crying, and said she should not die; but she did, my lord; 
she left the world, and no one like her in it. Forgive me, 
my honoured master, [ V eeps, runs lo mi lord, and fugs bim.] 
I 've often carried you in those arms chat grasp you, they 
were stronger then; but if I die to-morrow you Pre worth 
five thousand pounds by my gift; 't is what I've got in the 
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family, and I return it to you with thanks 
I hive to see you want it? | 

L. Hardy. You confound me with all this tenderness and 
generosity. 

Zruzty, I'll trouble you no longer, my lord but 

L. Hardy. Call it not a trouble; for 

Trusty. My good lord, I will not, I say, indulge myself 
talking fond tales, that melt me, and interrupt my story: 
my business to your lordship, in one word, is this—I am in 
good confidence at present with my lady Dowager, and 
know she has some fears upon her, which depend upon the 
nature of the settlement to your disfavour; and under the 
rose be yourself. I fear your father has not had fair 
play for his life—be composed, my lord. What is to be 
done in this? We'll not apply to public justice in this case, 
till we see farther; 't will make it noisy, which, we must 
not do, if I might advise. You shall, with a detachment 
of your company, seize the corpse as it goes out of the house 
this evening to be interred in the country, 't will only look 
like taking the administration upon yourself, and commen- 
eing a suit for the estate; she has put off the lying in state, 
and Lady Harriot's escape with Mr. Campley makes her 
fear he will prove a powerful friend, both to the young ladies 
and your lordship. She cannot with decency be so busy, as 
when the corpse is out of the house, therefore hastens it. 
know your whole affair; leave the care of Lady Charlotte 
to me, I'll pre-acquaint her, that she may n't be frightened, 
and dispose of her safety to observe the issue. 

L. Hardy. I wholly understand you, it shall be done. 

Trusty. I'm sure I am wanted this moment for your inte- 
rest at home. This ring shall be the passport of intelligence, 
for whom you send to assault us, and the remittance of it 
sealed with this, shall be authentic from within the house. 


but, alas, do 


AX IV. THE FUNERAL” 55 


L. Hardy. Tis very well. 

Trusty. Hope all you can wish, my lord, from a certain 
secret relating to the estate, which I'll acquaint you with 
next time I see you. [ Exit. 


L. Hardy. Your servant—This fellow 's Strangely honest 
—Ha! Will. 


Enter CAMPLEY and TRIM. 


Will, don't the recruits wait for me to see them at their 
parade before this house? 

Trim. Yes, and have waited these three hours. 

L. Hardy. Go to them, I 'Il be there myself immediately: 
we must attack with them, if the rogues are sturdy, this 
very evening. 


7Tiim. I guess where I'm overjoved at it. I ll warrant 
8 | 305 | 


you they'll do it, if I command in chief. 
L. Haray. I design you shall. Trim runs out jumping. 
Camp. You seem, my lord, to be in deep meditation. 
L. Hardy. J am so, but not on any thing that you may not 
be acquainted with. | [ Exeurt, 


Enter TRIM, with a Company of ragged Fellews, with a 
Cane. | 


157 ; Sol. Why then I find, Mr. Trim, we chall come to 
blows before we see the French 


Trim. Hark'e, friend, 't is not your affair to guess or en- 
quire what 8 are going to do, t is only for us com- 
manders 


2d Hol. The F auen pox, they are but a company ot 
Scratching civet-cats—they fight! 

Trim. Hark'e, do n't bluster—were not you a little 1 m1s- 
taken in your facings at Stcenkirk ? 
2d Sol. I grant it; you know L have a an antipatky to the 
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French I hate to see the dogs—Look you here, gentle- 
men, I was shot quite through the body Look you. 
Trim. Pr'ythee, look, where it entered at your back. 


2d Sol. Look you, Mr. Trim, you will have your joke, we 
know you are a wit 


-But what 's that to a fighting man: 


Enter KATE. 


Kate. Mr. Trim Mr. Trim 

7:im. Things are not as they have been, Mrs. Kate. I now 
pay the company——and we that pay money expect a little 

more 1 e 
Cate. Will your honour please to taste some right French 
brandy ? 

Trim. Art thou sure, good woman, 't is right? [Drinks.] 
How—F en if I find you deceive me, who 
pay the men | [ Drinbss. 

Kate. Pray, good master, have you spoke to my lord 
about me? 

Trim. T have, but you shall spea ak to him yourself—thou 
hast been a true campaigner, Kate, and we must not neglect 
 thee—Do you Sell grey peas yet of an evening—M:rs. 
Matchlocx [Drinks again. 

Kate. Any thive to turn the penny ; : but I got more by 
crying pamphlets this year, than by any thing I have done 
a great while—Now I am married into the company again, 
design to cross the seas next year. But, master, my hus- 
band, a Temple porter, and a parliament-man's footman, 
last night by their talk made me think there was danger of 


a peace; why, they said all the N people were N 
a war. 


Trim. No, no, Kate, never fear, you know I keep 
great company; all men are for war, but some would 
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have it abroad, and some would have it at home in their own 
country. 

Kate. Ay, say you so? drink about, gentlen men, not a 
farthing to pay; a war is a war, be it where it will; 
but pray, Mr. Trim, speak to my lord, that when these 
gentlemen have shirts I may wash for them. 

Trim. I tell you, if you behave well to-night, you shall 
have a fortnight's pay each man as a reward; but there's 
none of you industrious: there's a thousand things you 
might do to helpout about this town 


as to cry—puft 
puff pies. Have you any knives or scissars to grind- 
or late in an evening, whip from Grub-5treet—5trange and 
bloody news from Flanders votes from the House of 
Commons —bbuns, rare buns old silver lace, cloaks, 
suits, or coats 


here 's my lord a-coming 


into the rank 


There, move up in the centre, 


Enter Lord Hardy and CAMPLEY : 


Li: Hardy. Let me sce w hether my ragged fr iends are 
ready and about me. 

Kate, Ensign Campley, Ensign Campley, I am overjoyed 
to see your honour ; ha! the world 's surely altered, ha! 
Camp. It is so, faith, Kate; why, art thou true to tlie 
cause, with the company still, honest Amazon! 

Kate. Dear soul, not a bit of pride in him; but won't 


your honour help me in my business with my lord ? Speak 


for me, noble ensign, do. 

Camp. Speak to him yourself, III second you. 

Kate. Noble captain, my lord, I suppose Mr. Trim has 
told your honour about my petition : I have been a great 
sufferer in the service; 't is hard for a poor woman to lose 


nine husbands in a war, and no notice taken; nay, three of 


H 


old shoes, boots or hats. But here, here, 
here 's the captain; fall back 
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them, alas, in the same campaign: here the woman stands 
that says it, I never stripped a man ' till I first tried if he 
could stand on his legs, and if not, I think 't was fair plun- 
der, except our adjutant, and he was a puppy that made my 
eighth husband run the gauntlet for not turning his toes out. 
1. Hardy. Well, we?ll consider thee, Kate; but fall back 
into the rear. A roll of what? gentlemen soldiers. | 
Trim. [To Bumpkin.] Do you hear that, my lord himself 


can't deny but we are all gentlemen as much as his honour— 


L. Hardy. [ Reading.] Gentlemen soldiers quartered in 


and about Guy- court in Vinegar-yard, in Russel- court in 


Drury-lane ; belonging to the Honourable Captain Hardy's | 
company of foot——So, answer to your names, and march 
off from the left——Corporal Swagger, march easy, that I 
may view you as you pass by me; drums, Simon Ruffle, 
Darby Tatoo Tatoo, be 
always so tight: how does he keep himself so clean ? 

Trim. Sir, he is a tragedy-drum to one of the play- 


there 's a shilling for you 


houses. 


oy Hardy. Private gentlemen- —Alexander Cowitch, 


| Humphrey Mundungus, William . Nicholas Scab, 
. imothy Megrim, Philip Scratch, Nehemiah Dust, Hum- 


phrey Garbage, Nathaniel Matchlock. 

Camp. What, is Matchlock come back to the company ? 
that 's the fellow that brought me off at Steenkirk. 

L. Hardy. No, sir, 'tis I am obliged to him for that; 
[ Offering to give him money.] there, friend; you Shall want 
for nothing, I 'Il give thee a halbert too. 

Kate. O brave me! shall I be a serjeant's lady—ifaith, 
L' make the drums, and the corporals“ wives, and com- 


pany-keepers know their distance. 


Match. I was whipt from constable to constable 
Trim. Ay, my lord, that's due 57 the courtesy of Eng- 
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land to all that want in red coats; besides, there's an act 


that makes us free of all corporations, and that's the cere- 
mony of it. 

Camp. But what pretence had they for using you $0 ill, 
you did not pilfer ? 

Match. I was found guilty of being poor. 

Camp. Poor devil! 

L. Hardy. Timothy Ragg—Oh, Rags! I thought when 
I gave you your discharge just before the peace, we should 
never have had you again; how came you to list now? 

 Ragg. To pull down the French king. 

L. Hardy. Bravely resolwed but pull your shirt into 
your breeches, in the mean time ] eoffrey Tatter— what's 
become of the skirts and buttons of your coat? 

Tat. In our last cloathing, in the regiment I served i in 
before, the colonel had one skirt before, the agent one be- 
hind, and every captain of the regiment a button. 

L. Hardy. Hush, you rogue, you talk mutiny. [ Smiling. 
trim. Ay, sirrah, what have you to do with more know- 
ledge than that of your right hand from your left ? 

: | Hits him a Pew on the head. 


L. Hardy. Hugh Clump 
too heavy for marching. 
Trim. Ay, my lord, but if we dan t allow him the pay, 
he ll starve, for he's too lame to get into the hospital. 

I. Hardy. Richard Bumpkin: Ha! a perfect country hick 
how came you, friend, to be a soldier? 


Bump. An't please your honour, I have been crossed in 


love, and am willing to seek my fortune. 
L. Hardy. Well, I've seen enough of them: if y you mind 


your affair, and act like a wise general, these fellows may 


do——come, take your order. [Trim puts his hat on his 
SHc&, while my lord is giving him the ring, and whispers orders. | 


—Clump, thou growest a little | 
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Well, gentlemen, do your business manfully, and nothing 
Shall be too good for you. 

A], Bless your honour. [Exeunt L. Hardy and Campley. 

Zim. Now, my brave friends and fellow-soldiers | as. | 
I must fellow-soldier them just before battle, like a true 
officer, though I cane them all the year round beside [Str. ug 
about]. Major-General Trim, no, pox, Trim sounds so 
very short and priggish— that my name should be a mono- 
syllable! But the foreign news will write me, I suppose, 
Monsieur or Chevalier Trimont. Seigneur Trimoni, or 
Count Trimuntz, in the German army, I shall perhaps be 
called; ay, that's all the plague and comfort of us great 
nen, they do so toss our names about 


— But, gentlemen, 
Huzza! thrice—faith, 
this 15 very plea 1SIng, this S Why, after all it 1 
upon the neck of such scoundrels as these gentlemen, that 
ve great captains build our renown——A million or two of 
these fellows make an Alexander, and as that my predecessor 


you are now under my command— 


said in the tragedy of him on the very same occasion, going 
to storm for his Statira, so do 1 for wy dear sempstress, 
madam d' Epingle. 


hen I rush on, cure none will dare to gay: 


i, beauty calls, and glory leads the cuay. Exeunt. 


— 


40 T V. SCENE J. 


Enter TR US Tx and Lord BRUMPTON. 


7 usly. 


Sn knows no e in her good: fortune- 


may hear her and Tattleard laugh aloud 
tonly merry, 


—You 
-She is so wan- 
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L. Brump. But this of Lady Charlotte is the very utmost 
of all 11] 


gout makes me act with pain and constraint—let me see — 


Pray read—but I must s1it—my late fit of the 


Trus. She writ it by the page, who brought it me, as I 
had wheedled him to do all their passages. 
L. Brump. | Reads.) 


* You must watch the occas1on of the servants being gone 
out of the house w ith the corpse ; Tattleaid shall conduct 
you to my Lady Charlotte's apartment away with her 
and be sure you bed her 

Lour affectionate sister, 
* Mary BRU MPTO&N.“ 


Brumpton ! The creature She called as Frank's mother 
was 


This is to forget her very humanity her very sex — 
Where is my poor boy? Where's Frank? Does not he 
want! how has he lived all this time ?—not a servant 1 
warrant to attend him—what company can he keep? what 
can he say of his father ? 

_ Trus. Though you made him not your heir, he is still your 
—and has all the duty and tenderness in the world for 
your memory— | 


son- 


IL. Brump. It is impossible, Trusty, | it is impossible— 1 
| will not rack myself with the thought. That one I have in- 
jured can be so very good—Keep me in countenance—tell 
would not assume my title, 
What *s his company ? 
Zrus. Young Tom Campley, they are never asunder. 
L. Brump. I am glad he has my pretty tatler—the cheerful 
innocent Harriot—1 _ he Il be good to her—he 's 
good-natured and well-bred 
uus. But, my lord, she was very WD IF in ordering the 
funeral——<he bid Sable be sure to lay you deep enough— : 
she had heard such stories of the wicked sextons taking up 


me he hates my very name 
because it descends from me 
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people but I wish, my lord, you would please to hear 
her and Tattleaid once more | 

L. Brump. I know to what zeal tends——but I tell 
you, since you cannot be convinced but that I have still a 
softness for her 1 behold her now with the same eyes that 
you do she has a great wit but a little mind— something 
ever wanting to make her appear my Lady Brumpton 
she has nothing natively great. You see I love her not 
I talk with judgment of her— 

Trus. I see it, my good Lord, with joy I see it 
care how few things I see more in this world my satis- 
faction 15 complete welcome old age welcome de- 
cay—'t is not r decay, but growth to a later 5 


nor 


[ Exit, leading L. Brump. 


Re-enter 'TRUSTY meeting CABINET, 


Thu us. I have your letter, Mr. Cabinet. 

Cab. I hope, sir, you ?ll believe it was not in my nature 
to be guilty of so much baseness ; but being born a gentle- 
man, and bred out of all road of industry in that idle man- 
ner too many are, I soon spent a small patrimony ; and being 
debauched by luxury I fell into the narrow mind to dread no 
infamy like poverty—which made me guilty, as that paper 
tells you—and had I not writ to yOu, I am sure I never could 
have told you of 1t. 

Trus. It is an ingenuous, pious penitence in you—my 
Lord Hardy—(to whom this secret is inestimable) is a no- 
ble natured man—and you shall find him such—I give you 
my word- - 

Cab. 1 jay sir, , your integrity 

Trus, But pray be there—all that you have to do is to ask 
for the gentlewoman at the house at my Lord Hardy's —— 
she 'Il take care of you>— And pray have patience, where 
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she places you, *till you see me. [Exit Cab.] My Lord 
Hardy's being at an house where they receive lodgers, has 
allowed me convenience to place every body I think neces- 
sary to be by at her discovery This prodigious welcome 
secret! I see, however impracticable honest actions may ap- 
pear, we may go on with just hope. 


All that is burg, is to be justly bent, 
And Heaw'n in its own cause will bless th* event. Exit. 


Enter Widow in deep mourning, with a dead squirrel on her arm, 
and TATTLEALD. 


Mid. It must be 50—Tt must be your carclesness—What 
had the page to do in my bed-chamber ? 

Tat. Indeed, madam, I can't tell—But I came in and 
catch'd him wringing round his neck | 

Wid. Tell the rascal from me—he chall romp with the 
footmen no more No- I'll send the rogue in a frock to 
learn Latin among the dirty boys that come to good—1 Will 
Poor harmless animal pretty ev'n in death. 

Death might have over-look'd thy little life 
How could'st thou, Robin, leave thy nuts and me? 
Cheerfully didst bear thy little chain, 

Content 80 I but fed thee with this hand. 

Tat. Alas! alas! we are all mortal: consider, madam, 
my lord's dead too. 

Vid. Ay, but our animal friends do wholly die ; an hus- 
band or relation, after death, is rewarded or tormented 
that 's some consolation- J know her tears are false, for 
she hated Robin always. [Aside. | But she's a well-bred 
dishonest servant, that never speaks a painful truth — But 
Tl] resolve to conquer my affliftion—Never speak more of 
Robin Hide him there But to my dress How soberly 
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magnificent 15 black—and the train—I wonder how widows 
came to wear such long tails ! | 
Zat. Why, madam, the stateliest of all creatures has the 
longest tail, the peacock, nay 't has of all creatures the finest 
mien too—except your ladyship, who are a phœnix- 
Mid. Ho! brave Tattleaid——But did not you observe 
what a whining my Lady Sly made, when she had drank a 
little? Did you believe her? Do you think there are really 
ug sorry for their husbands ? 
Tat. Really, madam, some men do leave their fortunes i in 
Such distraction, that I believe it may be 
[ Speaks with pins i in ber — 
Wid. But I swear I wonder how it came up to dress us thus 
But I protest I wonder how two of us thus clad can meet 
with a grave face—methinks they Should laugh out like two 
fortune-tellers, or two opponent lawyers that know each 
other for cheats. 


Tat. Ha! ha! ha! T swear to you, madam, your 1 
ship's wit will choke me one time or other I had like to 


have swallowed all the pins in my mouth 

Mid. [4 noise within. ]—Ha! what noise is that—that 
noise of fighting—Run, I say—Whither are you going 
What, are you mad Will you leave me alone Can't you 
stir What, you can't take your message with e Whit: 
ever 't is, I suppose you are not in the plot; not you Nor 
that now they're breaking open my house for Charlotte 
Not you Go see what's the matter, I say——T have nobody 
I can trust—One [ Exit Tattleaid.] minute I think this 
wretch honest, and the next false—Whither shall I turn me? 


h Re-enter TATTLEAID. 
Tat. Madam | 
Mid. Madam, madam—will you swallow me gaping 


madam ! 
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Tat, Pray, my good lady, be not so out of humour But 
there is a company of rogues have set upon our servants and 
the burial man's, while others ran away with the corpse 

Mid. How, what can this mean? what can they do with 
it? Well, *twill save the charge of interment—But to what 
end ? 


Eater TRus Tv, and a servant FO, and dirty, hauling in 
 CLume and BumPKIN. 


Ser. III teach you better manners I II poor soldier you 
Lou dog you, I Will Madam, here are two of the rascals 
that wore 5 in the gang. of rogues that carried away the 
corpse 

Wid. We l examine thein apart 


Well, sirrah, what 
are you? whence came you? What 's your name, sirrah ? 

| [ Clump makes 5s/gns as & dumb man. 

Ser. O, you dog, you could speak loud enough just now, 

sirrah, when your brother rogues mauled Mr. Sable—we 11 


make you speak, sirrah 

Mid. Bring the other fellow . suppose you will 
own you knew that man before you saw him at my door ? 
Clump. 1 n J have scen the gentleman's face. 

| [ Sowrng 10 Bumpkin 

Wid. T he gentleman's! the villain mocks me——But, 
friend, you look like an honest man—What are you ? Whence 
come you ? What are you, friend ? 

Bump. I'se at present but a private gentleman, but I was 
listed to be a serjeant in my Lord Hardy's company 
not ashamed of my name, nor of my koptin 

Mid. Leave the room all. [ Exeunt all but Trusty and 
Tattleaid.I Mr. Trusty—Lord Hardy! O that impious 
young man— thus, with the sacrilegious hands of ruffians to 
divert his father's ashes from their urn, and rest I suspect 
1 


I'se 


X — — — 
——— — — — — 
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this fellow. [ A45ide.]J Mr. Trusty, I must desire you to be 
still near me- I 'I know the bottom of this, and go to Lord 


_ Hardy's lodgings, as I am, instantly T is but the backside 


of this street, 1 think Let a coach be called Tattleaid, as 
soon as I am gone conduct my brother and his friends to 
Lady Charlotte, away with her— bring Mademoiselle away 
to me—that she may not be 2 witness— Come, good Mr. 
Trusty. Exeunt. 


Euter Lord HARDY, leading HARRIOT; CAMPLEY and 


TRIM. 
Lady II. Why then I find this Mr. Trim is a perfect ge- 
neral—Dut were not you saying, my lord, you believed Lady 


Brumpton w ould follow hither ? —if so, pray let m2 be 
gone | | | 

L. Hardy. No, madam; I must beseech your ladyship to 
stay, for there are things alledged against her which you, 
who have lived in the family, may, perhaps, give light into, 


and which I can't believe even she could be guilty of. 


Lady JJ. Nay, my lord, that's generous to a folly, for 
even for her usage of you (without regard to myself), I am 
ready to believe she would do any thing that can come into 
the head of a close, malicious, cruel, de esigning woman. 


Enter Boy. 


Bey. My Lady 8 8 $ below: 
Lady H. I'll run then 
Camp. No, no, stand your ground; you're a soldier's 
wife. Come, we'll rally her to death. 
L. Ilardy. Pr'ythee entertain her a little, while Igo go in for 
a moment's thought on this occasion. Exit. 
Lady H. She has more wit than us both 
Camp. Pshaw, no matter for that 
the sentence is out of my mouth to clap in with something 


Be sure, as soon as 
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else —and laugh at all I Say: I'll be grateful, and burst 
myself at wy pretty witty wife We ill tall in slap 
She sha'n't have time to say a word of the 


upon her 
running aw Sys 


Enter Lady BRUMPTON and TrusTY. 
O, my Lady Brumpton, your ladyship's most obedient ser— 
vant. This is my Lady Harriot Campley—Why, madam, 
your ladyship is immediately in your mourning—Nay, as 
you have more wit than any body, so (what seldom wits 
have) you have more prudence too—Other widows have no- 
thing in readiness but a second husband—bur you, I see, had 
your very weeds and dress lying by you—- | 
Lady H. Ay, madam; I see your ladyship is of the order 
of widowhood, for you have put on the habit 
Mid. I see your ladyship is not of the "ofkteion of vir- 
ginity, for you have lost the look on 't 


Cam). You're in the habit—That was so pretty; nay, 
without flattery, Lady Harriot, you have a great deal of 
wit, ha, ha, ha! | 
Lady H. No, my Lady Brumpton, here 15 -the'\ woman of 
wit; but indeed she has got but little enough, considering 
how much her ladyship has to defend. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mid. I'm sorry, madam, your ladyship has not what's 
sufficient for your occasions, or that this pretty gentleman 
can't supply them [ Campley dancing about and trolling.] 
Hey-day, I find, sir, your heels are a great help to your 
head—They relieve your wit, I see; and I do n't question 
but ere now they have been as kind to your valour ; ha, 
ha, ha! 

Camp. Pox, I can say nothing, 't is always thus with your 
endeavours to be witty. [Aside.] I saw, madam, your 
mouth go, but there could be nothing offered in answer to 
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what my Lady Harriot said Twas home Twas cutting: 
satire | 

Lady H. Oh, Mr. Campley ! But pray, Madam, has Mr. 
Cabinet visited your ladyship since this calamity—How 
Stands that affair now ? 


WWid. Nay, madam, if you already want instructions 
I'll acquaint you how the world stands, if you are in dis- 
tress—but J fear Mr. Campley overhears us. 
Camp. I swear, Lady Harriot, were I not already yours, 
I could have a tendre for this lady. 
Mid. Come, good folks, I find we are very free with each 

other—What makes you two here? Do you board my lord, 
or he you? Come, come, ten shillings a head will go a great 
-What do you say, Mrs. Campley, 1s 
it so? Does your ladyship go to market yourself?—Nay, 
you are in the right of 1t—Come—can you imagine what 


way in a family 


makes my lord stay? — He 1s not now with his land steward 
not signing leases, I hope; ha, ha, ha! 
Camp. Hang her, to have more tongue than a man and his 


LA.. ide. 


wite too 
Enter Lord . 


L. Hardy, Because your ladyship is, 1 know, in very 
much pain in company you have injur'd — I 'I be short 
Open those doors there lies your husband's, my father's 
body, and by you stands the man accuses you of polsoning him! 

Mid. Of poisoning him! 

{rusty. The symptoms will appear upon the corpse. 

L. Hardy. But I am seized by nature How shall I view 
a breathless lump of clay Him whose b veins conveyed ö 

to me this vital force and motion. 
I cannot bear this sight 
Jam as fix'd and ——. as he— 
I They open the coffin, out of which jumps Lady Charlotte, 
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Art thou the ghastly shape my mind had form's ! 

Art thou the cold inanimate— Bright maid ! 

Thou giv'st new higher life to all around. 

Whither does fancy, fir'd with love, convey me! 

Why is my fair unmov'd—My heavenly fair; 

Does she but smile at my exalted rapture ? 

Lady C. Speak on, speak on, and charm my attentive 

ear: 

How sweet Applause is from an honest tongue! 

Nor now with fond reluctance doubt to enter 

My spacious, bright abode, this gallant heart, | 
| I [ Reclines on ads: 

Lady H. Ay, marry—these are high doings indeed; the 
greatness of the occasion has burst their passion into speech 
—Why, Mr. Campley, when we are near these fine folks, 
you and I are but mere sweet- hearts protest I Il never 
be won so; you shall begin again with me. 

Camp. Pr'ythee, why dost name us poor animals ! They 
have forgot there are any such creatures as their old ac- 
quaintance Tom and Harriot. 

L. Hardy. So we did indeed, but you'll pardon us. 

Camp. My lord, I never thought to see the minute where- 
in I should rejoice at your forgetting me, but now I do 
hear tily.  [Embracing. C 

Mid. Sir, you're at the bottom of all this——1 see your 
skill at close conveyances— I'll know the e instantly 
of these intricacies; 't is not your seeming honesty and gra- 
vity shall save you from your deserts —My husband's 
death was sudden—You and the burial fellow were observ'd 
very familiar——Produce my husband's body, or I'll try 
you for his murder; Which find you *d put on me, thou 
hellish engine! 

Tui. Look you, madam, I conld-- answer you, but 1 
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scorn to reproach people i in mizery—you 're undone, ma- 
dam 
Wid. What does the dotard mean ? Produce the body, 
villain, or the law shall have thine for it. Exit Trusty 
hastily.] Do you design to let the villain escape? How 
justly did your father judge, that made you a beggar with 
that spirit—You mentioned just now, you could not bear 
the company of those you'd injur'd. 
L. Hardy. You are a woman, madam, and my Father 8. 
widow—but sure you think you” ve highly injured me. 
[ Here my Lord and Trusty half enter and observe. 
Wid. No, sir, I have not, will not injure you—l must 
obey the will of my deceased lord to a tittle—I must justly 
pay legacies. Your father, in consideration that you were 
his blood, would not wholly alienate you—He left you, sir, 
this Shilling, with which estate you are now Earl of Brump- 
ton. 


L. Hardy. Insolent woman—lt was not me my good 
father disinherited, 't was him you represented. The guilt 
was thine, he did an act of j Juctce- 


Enter Lord BNUur TOR with TRusTY. 

L. Brump. Oh, unparalleled goodness! 

ITrusiy. Oh, Tattleaid—His and our hour is come! 
Mid. What do 1 see, my lord, Joy master, husband 
living! 

L. Brump. ¶ Turning from her; running to his son.] Oh, my 
boy, my son Mr. Campley—Charlotte—Harriot—[ A 
kneeling to him.] Oh, my children shall expire in the too 
mighty pleasure! my boy ! | 

L. Hardy. A son, an heir! a bridegroom 3 in an hour! 
Oh, grant me heaven, grant me moderation! | 

Mid. A son, an heir! Am I neglected then? 


„%% Wy 
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What! can my lord revive, yet dead to me ? 
Only to me deceas'd 


—to me alone, 


Deaf to my sighs, and senseless to my moan? 


L. Brump. Tis long since I have seen plays, good ma- 
dam, that I know not whence en! dost repeat, nor can I 


Answer. 


Mid. Vou can member through a certain settlement, in 
which I am thy son and heir—great Noble, that suppose 
not taken from a play, that 's as irrevocable as law can 
make it. 

{rusty. Value her not, my lord; a prior obligation made 
you incapable of settling on her, your wife. 

L. Brump. Thy kindness, Trusty, does distra& thee 


I would indeed disengage myself by any honest means, 


but, alas, I know no prior gift that avoids this to her. : 
Trusty. Look you, madam, I'll come again immediately 
— be not troubled, my dear lords [ Exit. 


Camp. Trusty looks very confident, there is sone good 
in that. 


Re-enter TR Us TY with C ABIN ET. 


Cab. What! my Lord Brumpton living ?—nay then — 
Trusty. Hold, sir, you must not stir, nor can you, sir, re- 


tract this for your hand-writing—My lord, this gentleman, 


since your supposed death, has lurked about the house to 


speak with my lady or Tattleaid, who, upon your decease, 


have shunned him, in hopes, I suppose, to buy him off for 


ever—Now, as he was prying about, he peep'd into your 

closet- 

horror, and believing himself (as well he might) the dis- 
turber of your ghost for alienation of your fortune from 


where he saw your lordship reading struck with 


your family—he writ me this letter, wherein he acknow- 


ledges a private marriage with this Rar half a year before 


you ever saw her. 
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All. How! [ANI turn upon her dicdainfully. 
Vid. No more a widow then, but still a wife. 


[Recovering from her confusion,. 
Jam thy wife——thou author of my evil. 
Thou must partake with me an homely board, 
An homely board that never shall be cheerful ; 
But ev'ry meal embitter'd with upbraidings, 
Thou that could'st tell me, good and ill were words, 
Thou that could'st basely let me to another, 
Yet could'st see sprights, great unbeliever ! 
Coward! bugg-bear'd penitent 
Stranger henceforth to all my joys, my joys. 
To thy dishonour; despicable thing, 
Dishonour thee! Thou voluntary cuckold ! 
Thou disgrace to thy own sex, and the whole human race 
May scorn and beggary pursue thy name 
And dark despair close up a life of chime, | 


Cab. 5neaks of. Wid. flings after him, Tat. following, 
L. Brump. I see you 're all confus'd as well as Ve 
are my children—TI hold you all so. And for your own use 
will speak plainly to you, I cannot hate that woman : nor 
shall she ever want. Though I scorn to bear her injuries 
yet had I ne'er been roused from that low passion to 
a a worthless creature but by disdain of her attempt on my 
friend's child. I am glad that scorn's confirmed by her 
being that fellow's—whom, for my own sake, I only will 
contemn. Thee, Trusty, how shall we prosecute with 
qua] praise and thanks for this great revolution in our house. 
Trusty, Never to speak on 't more, my lord. 
L. Brump. Now, gentlemen, let the miseries which I have 
but miraculously escaped, admonish you to have always In- 
clinations proper for the "mage of life you are in, 
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You who the path of honour make your guide 
Must let your passion with your blood gubside. 
And no untim'd ambition, love, or rage, 
Employ the moments of declining age ; 

Else boys will in your presence lose their fear, 


And laugh at the grey head they should revere. 
| [Exeunt Omnes, 
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EPILOGUE. 


Lor E, hope, and fear, desire, aversion, rage, 
All that can move the soul, or can asguage, 
Are drawn in miniature of life, the stage. 

Here you can view your gel ves, and here is shown, 
To what you re born in sufferings not your baun. 
{he stage t0 wisdom's no fantastic way, 

Athens Herself learn'd virtue at a play. 

Our Author me to-night a Soldier drew 3 

But faintly writ, aubat warmly you pursue e 

{o his great purpose, had he equal fire, 

He'd not aim to please only, but inspire; 

He Ad ging what hovering fate attends our isle, 
And from base pleasure rowse to glorious toil. 
Full time the earth a new decision brings, 
While William gives the Roman eagle awvings : 
With arts and arms shall Britain tamely end, 
Which naked Picts 50 bravely could defend 5 

{he painted heroes on th' invaders press, 

And think their wounds addition to their dress: 
In younger years awe we been with cCongquest blest, 
And Paris has the British yoke confess*d 5 

Is *t then in England, in blessd England known, 
Ter kings are nam' d from a revolted throne ? 
But we offena —You no examples need 

In imitation of yourselves proceed 5 


*1is you your country's honour must Secure 7 
Be all your ations worthy of Namur : 


. 
% 
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With gentle fires your gallantry improve ; 
Courage is brutal, if untouch*d with love. 

1F 500n our utmost bravery ®s not display'd, 
Think that bright circle must be captives made 
Let thoughts of saving them our tolls beguile, 
And they reward our labours with a smile. 


TBE END. 


— 
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